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THE COUNTRY OF THE 
POINTED FIRS. 



I. 

THE BBTUBN. 



Thbrb was something about the ooast 
town of Dunnet whioh made it seem more 
attractive thau other maritime villages of 
eastem Maine. Perhaps it was the simple 
fact of acquaintanoe with that neighbor- 
hood which made it so attaching, and gave 
such interest to the rocky shore and dark 
woods, and the f ew houses which seemed to 
be securely wedged and tree-nailed in among 
the ledges by the Landing. Thèse houses 
made the most of their seawardview, and 
there was a gayety and determined flower- 
iness in their bits of garden ground; the 
small-paned high Windows in the peaks of 
their steep gables were like knowing eyes 
that watched the harbor and the far sea-line 
beyond, or looked northward ail along the 
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shore and its bax^kground of spruces and 
balsam firs. When one really knows a vil- 
lage like this and its surroundings, it is like 
becoming acquainted with a single person. 
The process of f alling in love at first sight 
is as final as it is swift in such a case, but 
the growth of true friendship may be a lif e- 
long affair. 

After a first brief visit made two or three 
summers bef ore in the course of a yachting 
cruise, a lover of Dunnet Landing retumed 
to find the unchanged shores of the pointed 
firs, the same quai^tness of the vill^e witii 
its elaborate conventionalities ; ail that mix- 
ture of remoteness, and chHdish cer'^ainty of 
being the centre of civilization of ^hich her 
affectionate dreams had told. One even- 
ing in June, a single passenger landed upon 
the steamboat wharf. The tide was high^ 
there was a fine crowd of spectators, and 
the younger portion of the company f oUowed 
her with subdued excitement up the narrow 
Street of the salt-aired, white-clapboarded 
little town. 



n. 

MBS. TODD. 

Lateb, there was only one f ault to find 
with this choice of a summer lodging-place, 
and that was its complète lack of seclusion. 
At first the tiny house of Mrs. Almira Todd, 
which stood with its end to the street, ap- 
peared to be retired and sheltered enough 
from the busy world, behind its bushy bit 
of a green garden, in which ail the bloom- 
ing things, two or three gay hoUyhocks 
and some London-pride, were pushed back 
agaJnst the gray-shingled walL It was 
a queer little garden and puzzling to a 
stranger, the f ew flowers being put at a dis- 
adyantage by so much greenery; but the 
discovery was soon made that Mrs. Todd 
was an ardent lover of herbs, both wild and 
tame, and the sea-breezes blew into the 
low end-window of the house laden with not 
only sweet-brier and sweet-mary, but balm 
and sage and borage and mint, wormwood 
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and southemwood. If Mrs. Todd had oo- 
oasion to step into the far corner of her 
herb plot, she trod heavily upoti ihyme, and 
made îts frayant présence known wiih ail 
the rest. Being a very large person, her 
full skirts brushed and bent almost every 
slender stalk that her feet missed. You 
could always tell when she was stepping 
about there, even when you were half awake 
in the momîng, and leamed to know, in the 
course of a few weeks' expérience, in ez- 
actly which corner of the garden she might 
be. 

At one side of this herb plot were other 
growths of a rustio pharmacopœia, great 
treasures and rarities among the commoner 
herbs. There were some strange and pun- 
gent odors that roused a dim sensé and re- 
membrance of something in the forgotten 
past. Some of thèse might once bave be- 
longed to sacred and mystic rites, and bave 
had some occult knowledge handed with 
them down the centuries ; but now they per- 
tained only to humble compounds brewed at 
intervals with molasses or vinegar or spirits 
in a small caldron on Mrs. Todd's kitchen 
stove. They were dispensed to suffering 
neighbors, who usually came at night as if 
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by stealth, bringing their own ancient-look- 
ing vials to be fiUed. One nostrum was 
called the Indian remedy, and its priée waa 
but fifteen eents ; the whispered directions 
eould be heard as customers passed the Win- 
dows. With most remédies the purchaser 
was allowed to départ unadmonished f rom 
the hitchen, Mrs. Todd being a wise saver 
of steps ; but with certain vials she gave 
cautions, standing in the doorway, and there 
were other doses which had to be accom- 
panied on their healing way as far as the 
gâte, while she muttered long ohapters of 
directions, and kept up an air of secreoy 
and importance to the last. It may not hâve 
been only the common ails of humaniiy 
with which she txiedtocope;îtseemS 
sometimes as if love and hâte and jealousy 
and adverse winds at sea might aiso find 
iheir proper remédies among tbe curiouB 
wild-looking plants in Mrs. Todd's garden. 

The village doctor and this leamed herb- 
alist were upon the best of tenus. The 
good man may hâve counted upon the un- 
favorable effect of certain potions which he 
should find his opportuniiy in counteract- 
ing ; at any rate, he now and then stopped 
and ezchanged greetings with Mrs. Todd 
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over the picket fence. The conversation 
became at once professional after the brief- 
est preliminaries, and he would stand twirl- 
ing a sweet-scented sprig in his fingers, and 
make suggestive jokes, perhaps about her 
faith in a too persistent course of thorough- 
wort elixir, in which my landlady prof essed 
such firm belief as sometimes to endanger 
the life and usefulness of worthy neighbors. 
To arrive at this quietest of seaside vil- 
lages late in June, when the busy herb- 
gathering season was just beginning, was 
also to arrive in the early prime of Mrs. 
Todd's activity in the brewing of old-fash- 
ioned spruce béer. This cooling and re- 
freshing drink had been brought to won- 
derf ul perfection through a long séries of 
experiments; it had won immense local 
famé, and the supplies for its manufacture 
were always giving out and having to be 
replenished. For varions reasons, the se- 
clusion and uninterrupted days which had 
been looked f orward to proved to be very 
rare in this otherwise delightful corner of 
the world. My hostess and I had made our 
shrewd business agreement on the basis of a 
simple cold luncheon at noon, and libéral 
restitution in the matter of hot suppers, to 
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provide for which the lodger might some- 
times be seen hurrying down the road, late 
in ihe day, with cunner Une in hand. It 
was soon found that tbis arrangement made 
large allowance for Mrs. Todd's slow lierb- 
gatiiering progresses through woods and 
pastures. The spruce-beer customers were 
pretty steady in hot weather, and there were 
many demands for différent soothing syrups 
and elixirs with which the unwise curios- 
iiy of my early résidence had made me 
acquainted. Ejiowing Mrs. Todd to be a 
widow, who had little beside this slender 
business and the income from one hungry 
lodger to maintain her, one's énergies and 
even interest were quîckly bestowed, until it 
became a matter of course that she should 
go afield every pleasant day, and that the 
lodger should answer ail peremptory knocks 
at the side door. 

In taking an occasional wisdom-giving 
stroll in Mrs. Todd's company, and in act- 
ing as business partner during her fréquent 
absences, I found the July days fly f ast, and 
it was not until I felt myself confronted 
with too great pride and pleasure in the dis- 
play, one night, of two dollars and twenty- 
seyen cents which I had taken in during 
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the day, that I remembered a long pièce 
of writing, sadly belated now, which I was 
bound to do. To bave been patted kindly 
on ihe sboulder and called ''darlin'," to 
bave been offered a surprise of early musb- 
rooms for supper, to bave bad ail tbe glory 
of nukking two dollars and twenty-seven 

ç»- in /.ingu a.,. ..a a», to lo»» 

it ail and witbdraw f rom tbése pleasant suo- 
cesses, needed mucb resolution. Literary 

ties at best, and it was not until tbe voice of 
conscience sounded louder in my ears tban 
tbe sea on tbe nearest pebble beacb tbat I 
said unkind words of witbdrawal to Mrs. 
Todd. Sbe only became more wistf ully af- 
f ectionate tiian ever in her expressions, and 
looked as disappointed as I expected wben I 
frankly told ber tbat I could no longer en- 
joy tbe pleasure of wbat we called ^* seein' 
folks." I felt tbat I was cruel to a wbole 
neigbborbood in curtailing ber Uberty in 
tbis most important season for barvesting 
tbe différent wild berbs tbat were so mucb 
counted upon to ease tbeir winter ails. 

" Well, dear," sbe said sorrowf ully, " l 've 
took great advantage o' your bein' bere. I 
ain't bad sucb a season for years, but I bave 
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never had nobody I could so trust. Ail you 
lack is a f ew qualitîes, but with time you 'd 
gain judgment an' expérience, an' be veiy 
able in the business. l 'd stand right hère 
an' say it to anybody." 

Mrs. Todd and I were not separated or 
estranged by the change in our business re- 
lations ; on the contrary, a deeper intimacy 
seemed to begin. I do not know ^vi^hat herb 
of the night it was that used sometimes to 
send out a penetrating odor late in the even- 
ing, after the dew had fallen, and the moon 
was high, and the cool air came up from 
the sea. Then Mrs. Todd would f eel that 
she must talk to somebody, and I was only 
too glad to listen. We both fell under the 
spell, and she either stood outside the win- 
dow, or made an errand to my sitting-room, 
and told, it might be very commonplace 
news of the day, or, as happened one misiy 
summer night, ail that lay deepest in her 
heart. It was in this way that I came to 
know that she had loved one who was far 
above her. 

^^No, dear, him I speak of could never 
think of me," she said. ^* When we was 
young together his mother didn't favor the 



\ 
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match, an' done everything she could to part 
us ; and folks thought we both mamed 
well, but 'twa'n't what eîiher one of us 
wanted most ; an' now we 're lef t alone 
again, an' might hâve had each other ail the 
time. He was above bein' a seafarin' man, 
an' prospered more ihan most ; he corne of 
a high family, an' my lot was plain an' hard- 
worhin'. I ain't seen him for some years ; 
he 's f orgot our youthf ul f eelin's, I expect, 
but a woman's heart is différent ; them feel- 
in's cornes back when you think you've done 
with 'em, as sure as spring comes with the 
year. An' l 've always had ways of hearin' 
about him." 

She stood in the centre of a braided rug, 
and its rings of black and gray seemed to 
circle about her feet in the dim light. Her 
height and massiveness in the low room gave 
her the look of a huge sibyl, while the 
strange fragrance of the mysterious herb 
blew in from the little garden* 



m. 

THE SGHOOLHOTJ8E. 

For some days after thîs, Mrs. Todd's 
customers came and went past my Windows, 
and, haying-time being nearly over, strangers 
began to arrive from the inland country, 
suoh was her widespread réputation. Some- 
times I saw a pale young créature like a 
white windflower left over into midsmnmer, 
upon whose face consumption had set its 
bright and wîstful mark ; but oftener two 
stout, hard-worked women from the f arms 
came together, and detailed their symptoms 
to Mrs. Todd in loud and cheerful voices, 
combining the satisfactions of a friendly 
gossip with the médical opportunity. They 
seemed to give much from their own store 
of therapeutic leaming. I became aware 
of the school in which my landlady had 
strengthened her natural gift ; but hers was 
always the goveming mind, and the final 
command, ^^Take of hy'sop one handful" 
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(or whatever herb it was), was received in 
respectful silence. One aftemoon, when J 
had listened, — it was impossible not to lis^ 
ten, with cottonless ears, — and then laughed 
and Ustened again, wiih an idle pen in my 
hand, during a particularly spirited and 
Personal conversation, I reached for my hat, 
and, taking blotting-book and ail under my 
arm, I resolutely fled further temptation, 
and walked ont past the f ragrant green gar- 
den and up the dusty road. The way went 
straight uphill, and presently I stopped and 
tumed to look back. 

The tide was in, the wide harbor was sur- 
rounded by its dark woods, and the small 
wooden houses stood as neàr as they could 
get to the landing. Mrs. Todd's was the 
last house on the way inland. The gray 
ledges of the rocky shore were well covered 
with sod in most places, and the pasture 
bayberry and wild roses grew thick among 
them. I could see the higher inland country 
and the scattered farms. On the brink of 
the hill stood a little white schoolhouse, 
much wind-blown and weather-beaten, which 
was a landmark to seagoing folk ; from its 
door there was a most beautif ul view of sea 
and shore. The summer vacation now pre- 
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vailed, and after finding the door iinf astened, 
and taking a long look through one of the 
seaward Windows, and reflecting afterward 
for some time in a shady place near by 
among the bayberry bushes, I returned to 
the chief place of business in the village, 
and, to the amusement of two of the select- 
men, brothers and autocrats of Dunnet 
Landing, I hired the schoolhouse for the 
rest of the vacation for fifty cents a week. 

Selfish as it may appear, the retired situ- 
ation seemed to possess great advantages, 
and I spent many days there quite undis- 
turbed, with the sea-breeze blowine throu&^h 

ft. «^ higk .todow, ^ .4ji.g L 

heavy outside shutters to and fro. I hung 
my hat and luncheon-basket on an entry 
nail as if I were a small scholar, but I sat 
at the teacher's desk as if I were that great 
authority, with ail the timid empty benches 
in rows before me. Now and then an idle 
sheep came and stood for a long time look- 
ing in at the door. At sundown I went 
back, f eeling most businesslike, down toward 
the village again, and usually met the flavor, 
not of the herb garden, but of Mrs. Todd's 
hot supper, halfway up the hill. On the 
nights when there were evening meetings or 



14 C0UNTR7 OF THE POINTE D FIR8. 

other public exercises that demanded her 
présence we had tea very early, and I was 
welcomed back as if from a long absence. 

Once or twice I feigned excuses for stay- 
ing at home, while Mrs. Todd made distant 
excursions, and came home late, with both 
hands f uU and a heavily laden apron. This 
was in pennyroyal time, and when the rare 
lobelia was in its prime and the elecampane 
was coming on. One day she appeared at 
the schoolhouse itself , partly out of amused 
curiosiiy about my industries; but she ex- 
plained that there was no tansy in the neigh- 
borhood with such snap to it as some that 
grew about the schoolhouse lot. Being 
scuffed down ail the spring made it grow so 
much the better, like some folks that had it 
hard in their youth, and were bound to make 
the most of themselves bef ore they died. 



IV. 

AT THE SOHOOLHOUSE WINDOW. 

One day I reached the schoolhouse very 
late, owing to attendance upon the funeral 
of an a^uaintance and neighbor, with whose 
sad décline in health I had been f amiUar, 
and wliose last days both the doctor and 
Mrs. Todd had tried in vain to ease. The 
services had taken place at one o'clock, and 
now, at quarter past two, I stood at the 
schoolhouse window, loohing down at the 
procession as it went along the lower road 
dose to the shore. It was a walking funeral, 
and even at that distance I could recognize 
most of the moumers as they went their sol- 
enm way. Mrs. Begg had been very much 
respected, and there was a large company 
of f riends following to her grave. She had 
been brought up on one of the neighboring 
farms, and each of the few times that I had 
seen her she professed great dissatisfaction 
with town lif e. The people lived too doçe 
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together for her liking, at ihe Landing, and 
she could not get used to the constant sound 
of the sea. She had lived to lament three 
seafaring husbands, and her house was dec- 
orated with West Indian curiosities, spéci- 
mens of conoh shells and fine coral which 
they had brought home from their voyages 
in lumber-laden ships. Mrs. Todd had told 
me ail our neighbor's history. They had 
been girls together, and, to use her own 
phrase, had **both seen trouble till they 
knew the best and worst on 't." I could 
see the sorrowf ul, large figure of Mrs. Tofld 
as I stood at the window. She made a break 
in the procession by waUdng slowly and 
keeping the after-part of it back. She held 
a handkerchief to her eyes, and I knew, 
with a pang of sympathy, that hers was not 
affected grief. 

Beside her, after much difficulty, I recog- 
aized the one strange and imrelated person 
in ail the company, an old man who had 
always been mysterious to me. I could see 
his thin, bending figure. He wore a narrow, 
long-tailed coat and walked with a stick, and 
had the same ^^cant to leeward" as the 
wind-bent trees on the height above. 

This was Captain Litdepage, whom I had 
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«een only once or twiee before, sittiiig pale 
and old behind a olosed window ; never out 
of doors until now. Mrs. Todd always 
shook her head gravely when I asked a ques- 
liion, and said that he was n't what he had 
been once, and seemed to class him wîth 
her other secrets. He might hâve belonged 
tdth a simple which grew in a certain slug- 
haunted corner of the garden, whose use 
she could never be betrayed into telling me, 
though I saw her cutting the tops by moon- 
light once, as if it were a charm, and not a 
medicine, like the great fading bloodroot 
leaves. 

I could see that she was trying to keep 
pace with the old captain's lighter steps. 
He looked like an aged grasshopper of some 
strange human variety. Behînd this pair 
was a short, impatient, lîttle person, who 
kept the captain's house, and gave it what 
Mrs. Todd and others believed to be no 
proper sort of care. She was usually called 
*^that Mari' BLarris" in subdued conversa- 
tion^ between intimâtes, but they treated her 
with anxious civility when they met her face 
to face. 

The bay-sheltered islands and the great 
sea beyond stretched away to the far horizon 
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Bouthward and eastward; the little proces- 
sion in the f or^^und looked futile and 
helpless on the edge of the rocky shore. It 
was a glorious day early in July, with a elear, 
high 8^ ; there were no douds, there was 
no noise of the sea. The song sparrows 
sang and sang, as if with joyous knowledge 
of immortality, and contempt for those who 
conld so pettily conoem themselves with 
death. I stood watohing nntil the funeral 
procession had crept round a shoulder of the 
slope bebw and disappeaxed from the great 
landscape as if it had gone into a cave. 

An hour later I was busy at my work. 
Now and then a bee blundered in and took 
me for an enemy; but there was a useful 
stick upon the teacher's desk, and I rapped 
to call the bées to order as if they were 
nnruly scholars, or waved them away from 
their riots over the ink, which I had bought 
at the Landing store, and discovered too 
late to be scented with bergamot, as if to 
refresh the labors of anxious scribes. One 
anxious scribe felt very dull that day; a 
sheep-bell tinkled near by, and called her 
wandering wits after it. The sentences 
f ailed to catch thèse lovely summer cadences. 
For the first time I began to wish for a com- 
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panion and for news from the outer world, 
which had been, half unconsciously, forgot- 
ten. Watcliing the fanerai gave one a sort 
of pain. I began to wonder if I ought not 
to bave walked with the rest, instead of hur- 
rying away at the end of the services. Per- 
haps the Sunday gown I had put on for the 
occasion was making this disastrous change 
of f eeling, but I had now made myself and 
my friends remember that I did not really 
belong to Dunnet Landing. 

I sighed, and tumed to the half-written 
page agaîn. 



V. 

OAFTAIN LITTLEPAOE. 

It waa a long time after ihis; an hour 
was yery long in that ooast town where no- 
thing stole away the shortest minute. I had 
lost myself completely in work, when I heard 
f ootsteps outside. There was a steep foot- 
path between the upper and ihe lower road, 
which I olimbed to shorten the way, as the 
children had taught me, but I believed that 
Mrs. Todd would find it inaccessible, onless 
she had occasion to seek me in great haste. 
I wrote on, f eeling like a besieged miser of 
time, while the footsteps came nearer, and 
the sheep-bell tinkled away in haste as if 
some one had shahen a stick in its wearer's 
face. Then I looked, and saw Captain Lit- 
tlepage passing the nearest window; the 
nezt moment he tapped politely at the door. 

^'Come in, sir," I said, rising to meet 
him; and he entered, bowing with much 
eourtesy. I stepped down f rom the desk 
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and offered him a chair by the window, 
where he seated himself at once, being 
sadlj spent bj his climb. I retumed to my 
fixed seat behind the teacher's desk, which 
gave him the lower place of a scholar. 

^^ You ought to hâve the place of honor, 
Captain Littlepage," I said. 

*' A happy, rural seat of Tarions yiewa," 

he quoted, as he gazed out into the sunshine 
and up the long wooded shore. Then he 
glanced at me, and looked ail about him as 
pleased as a child. 

*'*' My quotation was f rom Paradise Lost : 
the greatest of poems, I suppose you 
know? " and I nodded. ^^ There 's nothing 
that ranks, to my mind, with Paradise Lost ; 
it's aU lofty, ail lofty," he continued. 
^^ Shakespeare was a great poet ; he copied 
life, but you hâve to put up with a great 
deal of low talk." 

I now remembered that Mrs. Todd had 
told me one day that Captain Littlepage 
had overset his nûnd with too much read- 
ing ; she had also made dark référence to 
his having ^' spells " of some unexplainable 
nature. I could not help wondering what 
errand had brought him out in search of 
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me. There was something quite charming 
in his appearanoe : it was a face thin and 
délicate with refinement, but wom into ap- 
pealing Unes, as if he had suffered from 
loneliness and misapprehension. He looked, 
with liis caref ul précision of dress, as if he 
were the object of cherishing care on the 
part of elderly unmarried sisters, but I 
L. Mari- i™ to b. . ™y »m«,». 
place, inélégant person, who would hâve no 
such standards ; it was plain that the cap- 
tain was his own attentive valet. He sat 
looking at me ezpectantly. I could not 
help thinking that, with his queer head and 
length of thinness, he was made to hop 
along the road of lif e rather than to walk. 
The captain was very grave indeed, and I 
bade my inward spirit keep close to dis- 
crétion. 

" Poor Mrs. Begg has gone," I ventured 
to say. I still wore my Sunday gown by 
way of showing respect. 

^'She has gone," said the captain, — 
«* very easy at the last, Ivwas informed ; she 
slipped away as if she were glad of the op- 
portunity." 

I thought of the Countess of Carberry, 
and f elt that history repeated itself • 
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^' She was one of ihe old stock," continued 
Captain Littlepage, with touching sinoerity. 
'^ She was very much looked up to in this 
town, and will be missed." 

I wondered, as I looked at him, if he had 
spmng from a Une of ministers; he had 
the refinement of look and air of command 
which are the héritage of the old ecclesiasti- 
cal f amilies of New England. But as Dar- 
win says in his autobiography, ^^ there is no 
such king as a sea-captain ; he is greater 
even than a king or a schoolmaster I " 

Captain Littlepage moved his chair out 
of the wake of the sunshine, and still sat 
looking at me. I began to be very eager to 
know upon what errand he had corne. 

^'It may be found out some o' thèse 
days," he said eamestly. " We may know 
it aU, the next step; where Mrs. Begg is 
now, for instance. Certainty, not conjec- 
ture, is what we ail désire." 

^' I suppose we shall know it aU some 
day," said I. 

" We shall know it while yet below," 
însisted the captain, with a flush of impa- 
tience on his thin cheeks. ^' We hâve not 
looked for truth in the right direction. I 
know what I speak of; those who haye 
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laughed at me lîttle know how much reason 
my ideas are based upon." He waved his 
Iiand toward the village below. ^^ In that 
handful of bouses they fancy that they 
comprehend the oniverse." 

I smiled, and waîted for hîm to go on. 

^^ I am an old man, as you oan see," he con- 
tinued, '^ and I hâve been a shipmaster the 
greater part of my lif e, — f orty-three years 
in ail. You may not think it, but I am 
above eighty years of âge." 

He did not look so old, and I hastened to 
say so. 

^^ You must baye left the sea a good many 
years ago, then, Captain Littlepage ?" I 
said. 

'^ I should baye been servioeable at least 
five or six years more," he answered. '^ My 
aoquamtanoe ^Ûx oertaiii-my expérience 
upon a certain occasion, I might say, gave 
rise to préjudice. I do not mind telling you 
that I chanced to leam of one of the great- 
est discoveries that man bas ever made." 

Now we were approaching dangerous 
ground, but a sudden sensé of his suffer- 
ings at the hands of the ignorant came to 
my help, and I asked to hear more with ail 
the déférence I really f elt. A swallow flew 
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into ihe sohoolhouse at this moment as if 
a kingbird were after it, and beat itself 
agaînst the walls for a minute, and escaped 
again to the open air ; but Captain Lit- 
tlepage took no notice whatever of the 
flurry. 

^' I had a valuable cargo of gênerai mer- 
chandise from the London docks to Fort 
Churchill, a station of the old Company on 
Hudson's Bay," said the captain eamestly. 
** We were delayed in lading, and baffled by 
head winds and a heayy tumbling sea ail the 
way north-about and across. Then the fog 
kept us off the coast; and when I made 
port at last, it was too late to delay in those 
northem waters with such a vessel and such 
a crew as I had. They cared for nothing, 
and idled me into a fit of sickness ; but my 
first mate was a good, excellent man, with 
no more idea of being f rozen in there until 
spring than I had, so we made what speed 
we eould to get clear of Hudson's Bay and 
off the coast. I owned an eighth of the 
vessel, and he owned a sixteenth of her. 
6he was a full-rigged ship, called the Mi- 
nerva, but she was getting old and leaky. 
I meant it should be my last v'y'ge in her, 
and 80 it proved. She had been an ezcel- 
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lent yessel in her day. Of ihe oowards 
aboard her I can't say so mucL" 

^^ Then you were wrecked ?" I aaked, as 
he made a long pause. 

^^ I wa'n't caught astem o' the lighter by 
any fault of mine," said the captain gloom- 
ily. ^^ We left Fort Churchill and run out 
into the Bay with a light pair o' heels; but 
I had been vexed to deaih with their red- 
tape rigging at the company's office, and 
chilled with stayin' on deck an' tryin' to 
hurry up things, and when we were well 
out o' sight o' land, headin' for Hudson's 
Straits, I had a bad tum o* some sort o' 
fever, and had to stay below. The days 
were getting short, and we made good runs, 
ail well on board but me, and the crew donc 
their work by dint of hard driving." 

I began to find this unexpected narrative 
a little dull. Captain Littlepage spoke 
with a kind of slow correctness that lacked 
the longshore high flavor to which I had 
grown used ; but I listened respectfully 
while he ezplained the winds having beoome 
contrary, and talked on in a dreaiy sort of 
way about his voyage, the bad weather, and 
the disadvantages he was under in the Ught- 
ness of his ship, which bounced about like a 
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ehip in a buoket, and would not answer the 
mdder or properly respond to the most care- 
ful setting of sails. 

"So there we were blowin' along any- 
ways," he complained; but looking at me 
at this moment, and seeing that my thoughts 
were unkindly wandering, he ceased to 
speak. 

'^ It was a hard life at sea in those days, 
I am sure," said I, with redoubled interest. 

^' It was a dog's life," said the poor old 
gentleman, quite reassured, ^^but it made 
men of those who followed it. I see a 
change for the worse even in our own town 
hère ; full of loaf ers now, small and poor as 
't is, who once would hâve followed the sea, 
every lazy soûl of 'em. There is no occu- 
pation so fit for just that class o' men who 
never get beyond the f o'cas'le. I view it, in 
addition, that a community narrows down 
and grows dreadf ul ignorant when it is shut 
up to its own affairs, and gets no knowledge 
of the outside world except from a cheap, 
unprincipled newspaper. In the old days, 
a good part o' the best men hère hnew a 
hundred ports and something of the way 
folks lived in them. They saw the world 
for themselves, and like's not theirwives 
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and ciliidren saw it with them. They may 
not hâve had the best of knowledge to carry 
with 'em sight-seein', but they were some 
acquainted with f oreign lands an' their laws, 
an' could see outside the battle for town 
derk hère in Dunnet ; they got some sensé 
o' proportion. Yes, they lived more digni- 
fied, and their houses were better within an* 
without. Shipping 's a terrible loss to this 
part o' New England from a social point o' 
view, ma'am." 

^'I hâve thooght of that myself," I re- 
tumed, with my interest quite awakened. 
^*' It accounts for the change in a great many 
things, — the sad disappearance of searcap- 
tains, — does n't it ? " 

^^ A shipmaster was apt to get the habit 
of reading," said my companion, brightening 
still more, and taking on a most touching air 
of unreserve. ^^ A captain is not expected 
to be familiar with his crew, and for com- 
pany's sake in dtdl days and nights he tums 
to his book. Most of us old shipmasters 
came to know 'most everything about some- 
thing ; one would take to readin' on f arming 
topics, and some were great on medicine, — 
but Lord help their poor crews I — or some 
were ail for history , and now and then there 'd 
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be one like me that gave his tîme to the 
poets. I was well acquainted with a sliip- 
master that was ail for bées an' bee-keepin' ; 
and if you met bim in port and went aboard, 
he 'd sit and talk a terrible while about tbeir 
havin' so much information, and the money 
that could be made ont of keepin' 'em. He 
was one of the smartest captains that ever 
sailed the seas, but they used to oall the 
Newcastle, a great bark he commanded for 
many years, Tuttle's beehive. There was 
old Cap'n Jameson : he had notions of Solo- 
mon's Temple, and made a very handsome 
little model of the same, right from the 
Scripture measurements, same 's other sail- 
ors make little ships and design new tricks 
of rigging and ail that. No, there 's nothing 
to take the place of shipping in a place like 
ours. Thèse bicycles offend me dreadf uUy ; 
they don't afford no real opportunities of 
expérience such as a man gained on a voy- 
age. No : when folks left home in the old 
days they left it to some purpose, and when 
they got home they stayed there and had 
some pride in it. There 's no large-minded 
way of thinking now : the worst hâve got to 
be best and rule everything ; we 're ail tumed 
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^^ Oh no, Captain Littlepage, I hope not,'* 
said I, trjing to soothe his feelings. 

There was a silence in the schoolhouse, 
but we could hear the noise of the water on 
a beach below. It sounded like the strange 
waming wave that gives notice of the tum 
of the tide. A late golden robin, with the 
most joyful and eager of voices, was singing 
close by in a thicket of wild roses. 



VI. 
THE waiuno plage. 

^* How dîd you manage wiih the rest ol 
that roogh voyage on the Minerva?" I 
asked. 

^' I shall be glad to explain to yoa/' said 
Captain Littlepage, forgetting his gricTances 
for the moment. ^^ If I had a map at hand 
I coidd explain better. We were driven to 
and f ro 'way up toward what we used to oall 
Parry's Discoveries, and lost oor bearings. 
It was thiok and f oggy, and at last I lost my 
ship ; she drove on a rock, and we managed 
to get ashore on what I took to be a barren 
island, the few of us that were left alive. 
When she first struck, the sea was somewhat 
cahner than it had been, and most of the 
crew, against orders, manned the long-boat 
and put off in a hurry, and were never heard 
of more. Our own boat upset, but the car- 
penter kept himself and me above water, 
and we drifted in. I had no strength to caU 
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upon after my récent f ever, and laid down 
to die ; but he f ound the tracks of a man 
and dog the second day, and got along the 
shore to one of those far missionary stations 
that the Moravians support. They were 
very poor themselves, and in distress ; 't was 
a useless place. There were but few Esqui- 
maux lef t in that région. There we remained 
for some time, and I became acquainted 
with strauge events." 

The captain lifted his head and gave me 
a questioning glance. I could not help no- 
ticing that the dulled look in his eyes had 
gone, and there was instead a clear intent- 
ness that made them seem dark and piercing. 

^^ There was a supply ship expected, and 
the pastor, an excellent Christian man, made 
no doubt that we should get passage in her. 
He was hoping that orders would come to 
break up the station; but everything was 
uncertain, and we got on the best we could 
for a while. We fished, and helped the 
people in other ways ; there was no other 
way of paying our debts. I was taken to 
the pastor's house until I got better ; but 
they were crowded, and I felt myself in the 
way, and made excuse to join with an old 
seaman, a Scotchman, who had built him a 
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warm cabin, and had room in it for another. 
He was looked upon with regard, and had 
stood by tbe pastor in some troubles with 
the people. He had been on one of those 
English exploring parties that found one 
end of the road to the north pôle, but never 
could find the other. We lived like dogs in 
a kennel, or so you 'd thought if you had 
seen the hut from the outside ; but the main 
thing was to keep warm ; there were piles 
of birdskins to lie on, and he 'd made him a 
good bunk, and there was another for me. 
'Twas dreadful dreary waitin' there; we 
begim to think the supply steamer was lost, 
and my poor ship broke up and strewed her- 
seU ail along the shore. We got to watch- 
ing on the headlands ; my men and me knew 
the people were short of supplies and had to 
pinch themselves. It ought to read in the 
Bible, ^ Man cannot live by fish alone,' if 
they 'd told the truth of things ; 't aint bread 
that wears the worst on youl First part 
of the time, old Gaffett, that I lived with, 
seemed speechless, and I did n*t know what 
to make of him, nor he of me, I dare say ; 
but as we got acquainted, I found he 'd been 
through more disasters than I had, and had 
troubles that wa'n't going to let him live a 
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great while. It used to ease liis mind to 
talk to an understanding person, bo we used 
to sit and talk together ail day, if it rained 
or blew so that we could n't get out. l 'd got 
a bad blow on the back of my head at the 
time we came ashore, and it pained me at 
times, and my strength was broken, anyway ; 
I Ve never been so able since." 

Captain Littlepage f ell into a rêverie. 

^ Then I had the good of my reading," 
he explained presently. ^^ I had no books ; 
the pastor spoke but little English, and ail 
his books were f oreign ; but I used to say 
over ail I could remember. The old poets 
little knew what comf ort they could be to a 
man. I was well acquainted with the works 
of Milton, but up there it did seem to me 
as if Shakespeare was the king ; he has his 
sea tenus very accurate, and some beautiful 
passages were calming to ihe mind. I could 
say them over until I shed tears ; there was 
nothing beautiful to me in that place but the 
stars above and those passages of verse. 

^* Oaffett was always brooding and brood- 
ing, and talking to himself ; he was af raid 
he should never get away, and it preyed upon 
his mind. He thought when I got home I 
could interest the scientific men in his dis- 
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covery : but they 're ail taken up with their 
own notions ; some did n't even take pains 
to answer the letters I wrote. You observe 
that I said this crippled man Oaffett bad 
been shipped on a voyage of discovery. I 
now tell yon that the ship was lost on its re- 
tum, and only Gaffett and two officers were 
saved off the Groenland coast, and he had 
knowledge later that those men never got 
back to England ; the brig they shipped on 
was run down in the night. So no other 
living soûl had the facts, and he gave them 
to me. There is a strange sort of a countiy 
Vay up north beyond the ice, and strange 
folks living in it. Gaffett believed it was 
the next world to this." 

^^What do you mean, Captain Little- 
page?" I exclaimed. The old man was 
bending f orward and whispering ; he looked 
over his shoulder bef ore he spoke the last 
sentence. 

*'To hear old Gaffett tell about it was 
something awful," he said, going on with his 
story quite steadily after the moment of ex* 
eitement had passed. ^' 'T was first a taie 
of dogs and sl^edges, and cold and wind and 
snow. Then they begun to find the ice grow 
rotten; they had been frozen in, and got 
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into a current flowing north, far up beyond 
Fox Cliannel, and they took to their boats 
when the ship got crushed, and this warm 
current took them out of sight of the ice, 
and into a great open sea ; and they still f ol- 
lowed it due north, just ihe yery way ihey 
had planned to go. Then they struck a 
coast that was n't laid down or charted, but 
the cliffs were such that no boat could land 
until they found a bay and struck across 
under sail to the other side where the shore 
looked lower ; they were scant of provisions 
and out of water, but they got sight of some- 
thîng that looked like a great town. ^ For 
God's sake, Graffett ! ' said I, the first time 
he told me. * You don't mean a town two 
degrees farther north than ships had ever 
been ? ' for he 'd got their course marked on 
an old chart that he 'd pieced out at the top ; 
but he insisted upon it, and told it over and 
over again, to be sure I had it straight to 
carry to those who would be interested. 
There was no snow and ice, he said, after 
they had sailed some days with that warm 
current, whioh seemed to come right f rom 
under the ice that they'd been pinched 
up in and had been çrossing on f oot for 
weeks." 
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^'But what about the town?" I asked. 
** Did they get to the town? " 

'* They did," said ihe captain, ** and f ound 
inhabitants; 't was an awful condition of 
things. It appeared, as near as Oaffett could 
express it, lihe a place where there was 
neither living nor dead. They could see 
the place when they were approaching it by 
sea pretty near like any town, and thick with 
habitations ; but ail at once they lost sight 
of it altogether, and when they got close in- 
shore they could see the shapes of folks, 
but they never could get near them, — ail 
blowing gray figures that would pass along 
alone, or sometimes gathered in companies 
as if they were watching. The men were 
f rightened at first, but the shapes never came 
near them, — it was as if they blew back ; 
and at last they ail got bold and went ashore, 
and f ound birds' eggs and sea f owl, like any 
wild northem spot where créatures were 
tame and folks had never been, and there 
was good water. Gaffett said that he and 
another man came near one o' the f og-shaped 
men that was going along slow with the look 
of a pack on his back, among the rocks, an' 
they chased him; but. Lord! he flittered 
away out o' sight like a leaf the wind takes 



88 COUNTRT OF THE POINTED FIR8. 

with it, or a pièce of oobweb. They would 
make as if they talked together, but ihere 
was no Sound of voices, and *' they acted as if 
ihey did n't see us, but only felt us coming 
towards them/ says Graffett one day, try- 
ing to tell the particulars. They could n't 
see ihe town when they were ashore. One 
day the captain and the doctor were gone 
till night up across ihe high land where the 
town had seemed to be, and they came back 
at night beat out and white as ashes, and 
wrote and wrote ail next day in their note- 
books, and whispered together f ull of excite- 
ment, and they were sharp-spoken with the 
men when they offered to ask any questions. 
*^ Then there came a day," said Captain 
Littlepage, leasing toward L with a stLge 
look in his eyes, and whispering quickly. 
*«The men ail swore they would n't stay any 
longer ; the man on watch early in the mom- 
ing gave the alarm, and they ail put off in 
the beat and got a little way out to sea. 
Those folks, or whatever they were, come 
about 'em like bats ; ail at once they raised 
incessant armies, and come as if to drive 'em 
back to sea. They stood thick at the edge 
o' the water like the ridges o' grim war ; no 
thought o' flight, noue of retreat. Some« 
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times a standing fight, then soaring on main 
wing tonnented ail the air. And when 
tbey 'd got the boat ont o' reach o' danger, 
Oaff ett said tbey looked back, and there was 
the town again, standing up just as they *d 
seen it first, oomin' on the coast. Say what 
you might, they ail believed 't was a kind 
of waiting-plaoe between this world an' the 
next." 

The captain had sprung to bis feet in bis 
excitement, and made excited gestures, but 
be still whispered buskily. 

*' Sit down, sir," I said as quietly as I 
could, and he sank into bis chair quite spent. 

*' Gaffett thought the officers were hurry- 
ing home to report and to fit ont a new ex- 
pédition when they were ail lost. At the 
time, the men got orders not to talk over 
what they had seen," the old man explained 
presently in a more naturel tone. 

«« Were n't they ail starving, and was n't it 
a mirage or somethîng of that sort ?" I ven- 
tured to ask. But he looked at me blankly. 

^'Gaffett had got so that bis mind ran 
on nothing else," be went on. ^^ The ship's 
surgeon let fall an opinion to the captain, 
one day, that 't was some condition o' the 
light and the magnetic currents that let 
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them see those folks. 'T wa'n't a right-feel« 
ing part of the world, anyway; they had 
to battle with the compass to make it serve, 
an' everything seemed to go wrong. Gaffett 
had worked it ont in his own mind that they 
was ail common ghosts, but the conditions 
were tinusual favorable for seeing them. 
He was always talking about the Ge*graphi- 
oal Society, bat he never took proper steps, 
as I View it now, and stayed right there at 
the mission. He was a good deal crîppled, 
and thought they 'd confine him in some jail 
of a hospital. He said he was waiting to 
find the right men to tell, somebody bound 
north. Once in a while they stopped there 
to leave a mail or something. He was set 
in his notions, and let two or three proper 
explorin' expéditions go by him because he 
didn't like their looks; but when I was 
there he had got restless, fearin' he might 
be taken away or something. He had ail 
his directions written out straight as a string 
to give the right ones. I wanted him to 
trust 'em to me, so I might hâve something 
to show, but he would n't. I suppose he 's 
dead now. I wrote to him, an' I donc ail I 
could. 'Twill be a great exploit some o* 
thèse days." 
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I a^nted absent-mindedly , thinking more 
just then of my companion's alert, deter« 
mined look and the seaf aring, ready aspect 
that had corne to his face ; but at thîs mo- 
ment there f ell a sudden change, and the old, 
pathetic, scholarly look retumed. Behind 
me hong a map of North America, and I 
saw, as I tumed a little, that his eyes were 
fixed upon the northemmost régions and 
their careful récent outlines with a look of 
bewildeiment. 



VIL 

THE OUTEB ISLAND* 

Gaffett with liis good bunk and ihe 
bird-Bkins, the story of the wreck of the 
Minerva, the hnman-shaped créatures of f og 
and cobweb, the great words of Milton with 
which he described their onslaught upon the 
crew, ail this moving taie had such an air of 
truth that I could not argae with Captain 
Littlepage. The old man looked away from 
the map aa if it had vaguely troubled him, 
and regarded me appealingly. 

"We were just speaking of " — and he 
stopped. I saw that he had suddenly f or- 
gotten his subject. 

** There were a great many persons at the 
funeral," I hastened to say. 

" Oh yes," the captain answered, with sat- 
isfaction. " Ail showed respect who could. 
The sad circumstances had for a moment 
slipped my mind. Yes, Mrs. Begg will be 
very much missed. She was a capital man* 
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ager for her husband when he was at sea. 
Oh yes, shipping is a very great loss." And 
he sighed heavily. ^^There was hardly a 
maa of any standing who did n't interest 
himself in some way in navigation. It 
always gave crédit to a town. I call it low- 
water mark now hère in Dnnnet." 

He rose with dignity to take leave, and 
asked me to stop at his house some day, 
when he would show me some outhmdish 
things that he had bronght home from sea. 
I was famiUar with the subject of the déca- 
dence of shipping interests in ail its affect- 
ing branches, having been already some 
time in Dunnet, and I f elt sure that Cap- 
tain Littlepage's mind had now retumed to 
a saf e level. 

As we came down the hill toward the vil- 
lage our ways divided, and when I had seen 
the old captain well started on a smooth 
pièce of sidewalk which would lead him to 
his own door, we parted, the best of f riends. 
*' Step in some aftemoon," he said, as affec- 
tionately as if I were a fellow-shipmaster 
wrecked on the lee shore of âge like him- 
self. I tumed toward home, and presently 
met Mrs. Todd coming toward me with an 
anxious expresaio^i. 
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*'I 866 you sl6evin' the old gentleman 
down the hill," she suggested. 

^^ Yes. l 've had a very interesting after- 
noon with him," I answered ; and her face 
brightened. 

'^Oh, then he's ail right. I was afraid 
't was one o' hîs flighiy spells, an' Mari' Har- 
ris would n't " — 

** Yes," I retumed, smiling, *' he bas been 
telling me some old stories, bnt we talked 
about Mrs. Begg and the funeral beside, and 
Paradise Lost." 

**I expect he got tellin' of you some o' 
his great narratives," she answered, looking 
at me shrewdly. '^ Funerals always sets him 
goin'. Some o' them taies hangs together 
toler'ble well," she added, with a sharper 
look than bef ore. '* An' he 's been a great 
reader ail his seafarin' days. Some thinks 
he overdid, and affected his head, but for a 
man o' his years he 's amazin' now when he 's 
at his best. Oh, he used to be a beautif ul 
mani " 

We were standing where there was a fine 
view of the harbor and its long stretches of 
shore ail covered by the great army of the 
pointed firs, darkly doaked and standing as 
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if they waited to embaxk. As we looked 
far seaward among ihe outer islands, ibe 
trees seemed to march seaward «fciU, gomg 
steadily over the heights and down to the 
water's edge. 

It had been growing gray and doudy, like 
the first evening of autumn, and a shadow 
had fallen on the darkening shore. Sud- 
denly, as we looked, a gleam of golden sun- 
shine struck the onter islands, and one of 
them shone ont clear in the light, and re- 
vealed itself in a "^compelling way to onr 
eyes. Mrs. Todd was looking off across the 
bay with a f aoe f uU of affection and interest. 
The sunburst upon that outermost island 
made it seem like a sudden révélation of the 
world beyond this which some belieye to be 
80 near. 

^^ That 's where mother lives/^ said Mrs. 
Todd. ^'Can't we see it plain? I was 
brought up ont there on Green Island. I 
know every rock an' bush on it." 

^^ Your mother I " I exolaimed, with great 
interest. 

"Yes, dear, cert'in; IVe got her yet, 
old 's I be. She 's one of them spry, light- 
f ooted little women ; always was, an' light- 
hearted, too," answered Mrs. Todd, with 
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satisfaction. '* She *s seen ail the trouble 
folks can see, withont it 's her last sickness ; 
an* she 's got a word of courage for every- 
body. Life ain't spoilt her a mite. She 's 
eighiy-six an' l 'm sixty-seven, and I Ve 
seen the time I Ve f elt a good sight the old- 
est. *• Land sakes alive I ' says she, last time 
I was out to see her. * How you do lurch 
about steppin' into a bo't ! ' I laughed so I 
liked to hâve gone right over into the water ; 
an' we pushed off, an' left her laughin' there 
on the shore." ^ 

The light had f aded as we watched. * Mrs. 
Todd had mounted a gray rock, and stood 
there grand and architectural, like a carya- 
tide. Presently she stepped down, and we 
continued our way homeward. 

^^ You an' me, we '11 take a bo't an' go out 
some day and see mother," she promised 
me. ^* 'T would please her very much, an' 
there 's one or two sca'ce herbs grows bet- 
ter on the island than anywheres else. I 
ain't seen their like nowheres hère on the 
main." 

^'Now l'm goin' right down to get us 
each a mug o' my béer," she announoed as 
we entered the house, '^ an' I believe I '11 
sneak in a little mite o' camomile. Groin* 
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to the funeral an' ail, I f eel to hâve had a 
very wearin' aftemoon." 

I heard her going down into the cool Utile 
cellar, and then there was considérable delay* 
Wlien she retumed, mug in hand, I noticed 
the taste of camomile, in spite of my pro- 
test; but its flavor was disguised by some 
other herb that I did not know, and she 
stood over me until I drank it ail and said 
that I liked it. 

"I don't give that to everybody," said 
Mrs. Todd kindly ; and I f elt for a moment 
as if it were part of a spell and incantation, 
and as if my enchantress would now begin 
to look like the cobweb shapes of the arctio 
town. Nothîng happened but a quiet even- 
ing and some delightful plans that we made 
about going to Green Island, and on the 
morrow there was the dear sunshine and 
blue sky of another day. 



VIIL 

GREEN ISLAKD. 

One moming, yery early, I heard Mrs. 
Todd in the garden outside my window. By 
the unusual londness of her remarks to a 
passer-by, and the notes of a f amiliar hymn 
which she sang as she worked among the 
herbs, and which came as if directed pur- 
posely to the sleepy ears of my conscious- 
ness, I knew that she wished I would wake 
up and come and speak to her. 

In a f ew minutes she responded to a mom- 
ing Yoioe from behind the blinds. *' I ez- 
pect yon 're goin' up to your schoolhouse 
to pass ail this pleasant day ; yes, I expect 
you 're goin' to be dreadful busy," she said 
despairingly. 

"Perhaps not," said L "Why, what's 
going to be the matter with you, Mrs. 
Todd?" For I snpposed that she was 
tempted by the fine weather to take one of 
her favorite expéditions along the shore pas- 
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tores to gather herbs and simples, and woold 
like to hâve me keep the bouse. 

^^No, I don't want to go nowhere by 
land," she answered gayly, — ^^no, not by 
land ; but I don't know 's we shall bave a 
better day ail the rest of the summer to go 
out to Ghreen Island an' see mother. I waked 
up early thinkin' of her. The wind 's light 
northeast, — 't will take us right straight 
out ; an' this time o' year it 's liable to change 
round southwest an' fetch us home pretty, 
'long late in the aftemoon. Yes, it 's goin* 
to be a good day." 

^^Speak to the captain and the Bowden 
boy, if you see anybody going by toward 
the landing," said I. '' We '11 take the big 
boat." 

^^ Oh, my sakes I now you let me do things 
my way," said Mrs. Todd scomf ully. *^ No, 
dear, we won't take no big bo't. I '11 just 
git a handy dory, an' Johnny Bowden an' 
me, we '11 man her ourselves. I don't want 
no abler bo't than a good dory, an' a nioe 
light breeze ain't goin' to make no sea ; an' 
Johnny 's my cousin's son, — mother 'U like 
to bave hîm oome ; an' he '11 be down to the 
herrin' weirs ail the time we 're there, any- 
way ; we don't want to carry no men folks 
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havin' to be considered every minute an' 
takin' up ail our time. No, you let me do ; 
we '11 just slip out an' see mother by our- 
selves. I guess what breakf ast you '11 want 's 
about ready uow." 

I bad beoome well acquainted with Mrs. 
Todd as landlady, herb-gatherer, and rustic 
philosopher; we had been discreet fellow- 
passengers once or twice when I had sailed 
up the coast to a larger town than Dunnet 
Landing to do some shopping; but I was 
yet to become acquainted with her as a 
mariner. An hour later we pushed off f rom 
the landing in the desired dory. The tide 
was just on the tum, beginning to fall, and 
several f riends and acquaintances stood along 
the side of the dilapidated wharf and cheered 
us by their words and évident interest. 
Johnny Bowden and I were both rowing in 
haste to get out where we could catch the 
breeze and put up the small sail which lay 
clumsily furled along the gunwale. Mrs. 
Todd sat aft, a stem and unbending law- 
giver. 

" You better let her drift ; we '11 get there 
'bout as quick ; the tide '11 take her right 
out from under thèse old buildin's ; there 's 
plenty wind outside." 
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"Your bo't ain't trimmed proper, Mis' 
Toddl" exclaimed a voice from shore. 
"You 're lo'ded so the bo't '11 drag; you 
can't git her before the wînd, ma'am. You 
set 'midships, Mis' Todd, an' let the boy 
hold the sheet 'n' steer after he gits the 
sail up ; you won't never git out to Grreen 
Island that way. She 's lo'ded bad, your 
bo't is, — she 's heavy behind 's she is 
now I " 

Mrs. Todd turned with some diffioulty 
and regarded the anxious adviser, my right 
oar fiew out of water, and we seemed about 
to capsize. ^^ That you, Asa ? Good-mom- 
in', " she said politely. ^^ I al'ays liked the 
stam seat best. When 'd you git back from 
up country ? " 

This allusion to Asa's origin was not lost 
npon the rest of the company. We were 
some little distance from shore, but we could 
hear a chuckle of laughter, and Asa, a per- 
son who was too ready with his critieism and 
advice on every possible subject, turned and 
walked indignantly away. 

When we caught the wind we were soon on 
our seaward course, and only stopped to un- 
derrun a trawl, for the floats of which Mrs. 
Todd looked eamestly, explaining that her 
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mother might not be prepared for three 
extra to dinner ; it was lier brother's trawl, 
and she meant to just run her eye along for 
the right sort of a little haddock. I leaned 
over the boat's side with great interest and 
excitement, while she skillfuUy handled 
the long Une of hooks, and made soomfiil 
remarks upon worthless, bait-consuming créa- 
tures of the sea as she reviewed them and 
left them on the trawl or shook them off 
into the waves. At last we came to what 
she pronounced a proper haddock, and hav- 
ing taken him on board and ended his life 
resolutely, we went our way. 

As we sailed along I listened to an in- 
creasingly delightf ul commentary upon the 
islands, some of them barren rocks, or at 
best giving sparse pasturage for sheep in the 
early summer. On one of thèse an eager lit- 
tle fiock ran to the water's edge and bleated 
at us so affectingly that I would willingly 
hâve stopped ; but Mrs. Todd steered away 
from the rocks, and scolded at the sheep's 
mean owner, an acquaintance of hers, who 
grudged the little sait and still less care 
which the patient créatures needed. The hot 
midsummer sun makes prisons of thèse small 
islands that are a paradise in early June^ 
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with their cool springs and short thick-grow- 
ing grass. On a larger island, farther ont 
to sea, my entertaining companion showed 
me with glee the small houses of two f armers 
who shared the island between them, and de- 
clared that for three générations the people 
had not spoken to each other even in times 
of sickness or death or birth. *^ When the 
news corne that the war was over, one of 'em 
knew it a week, and never stepped across his 
wall to tell the others," she said. ^^ There, 
they en joy it : they Ve got to hâve somethin' 
to interest 'em in such a place ; 't is a good 
deal more tryin' to be tied to folks you don't 
lîke than 't is to be alone. Each of 'em 
tells the neighbors their wrongs; plenty 
likes to hear and tell again ; them as f etch a 
bone '11 carry one, an' so they keep the fight 
a-goin'. I must say I like yariety myself ; 
some folks washes Monday an' irons Tues- 
day the whole year round, even if the circus 
is goin' by I " 

A long time before we landed at Green 
Island we could see the small white house, 
standing high like a beacon, where Mrs. 
Todd was bom and where hèr mother lived, 
on a green slope above the water, with dark 
spmce woods still higher. There were orops 
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in the fields, whioh we presently distinguished 
from one another. Mrs. Todd examined 
them while we were still far at sea. 
^^Mother's late potatoes looks backward; 
ain't kad rain enougk so far," sbe pro- 
nouDoed ber opinion. ^^ Tbey look weedier 
tban what tbey call Front Street down to 
Cowper Centre. I expeet brotber William 
is 80 occupied witb bis berrin' weirs an' 
servin' out bait to tbe scbooners tbat be 
don't tbink once a day of tbe land." 

" Wbat 's tbe flag for, up above tbe spruces 
tbere bebind tbe bouse ?" I inquired, witb 
eagemess. 

^^ Ob, tbat 's tbe sign for berrin', " sbe 
explained kindly, wbile Jobnny Bowden 
regarded me witb contemptuous surprise. 
*^ Wben tbey get enougb for scbooners tbey 
raise tbat flag ; an' wben 't is a poor catcb 
in tbe weir pocket tbey just fly a little 
signal down by tbe sbore, an' tben tbe small 
bo'ts comes and get enougb an' over for tbeir 
trawls. Tbere, look I tbere sbe is : motber 
sees us ; sbe 's wavin' sometbin' out o' tbe 
fore door I Sbe '11 be to tbe landin'-place 
quick 's we are." 

I looked, and could see a tiny flutter in 
ibe doorway, but a quicker signal bad made 
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its way from xhe heart on shore to the heart 
on the sea. 

^^How do you suppose she knows it's 
me ? " said Mrs. Todd, with a tender smile 
on lier broad face. " There, you never get 
over bein' a child long 's you hâve a mother 
to go to. Look at the chimney, now ; she 's 
gone right in an' brightened up the fire. 
Well, there, l 'm glad mother 's well ; you 'U 
enjoy seein' her very much." 

Mrs. Todd leaned back into her proper 
position, and the boat trimmed again. She 
took a firmer grasp of the sheet, and gave 
an impatient look up at the gaff and the 
leech of the little sail, and twitehed the sheet 
as if she urged the wind like a horse. There 
came at once a fresh gust, and we seemed 
to hâve doubled our speed. Soon we were 
near enough to see a tiny figure with hand- 
kerohief ed head come down across the field 
and stand waiting for us at the cove above 
a curve of pebble beach. 

Presently the dory grated on the pebbles, 
4.nd Johnny Bowden, who had been kept in 
abeyance during the voyage, sprang out and 
used manful exertions to haul us up with the 
next wave, so that Mrs. Todd could make a 
dry landing. 
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^^You done that very well," she said, 
mounting to her feet, and coming ashore 
somewhat stiffly, but with great digiiity,.re- 
fusing our outstretched hands, and retum- 
ing to possess herself of a bag which had 
lain at her f eet. 

" Well, mother, here I be I " she an- 
nounced with indifférence; but they stood 
and beamed in eaoh other's faces. 

^^ Lookin' pretty well for an old lady, ain't 
she?" said Mrs. Todd's mother, tuming 
away from her daughter to speak to me. 
She was a delightful little person herself, 
with bright eyes and an affectionate air of 
expectation like a child on a holiday. You 
felt as if Mrs. Blackett were an old and 
dear f riend bef ore you let go her cordial 
hand. We ail started together up the hiU. 

*^ Now don't you haste too fast, mother," 
said Mrs. Todd wamingly; ^^'t is a far 
reach 6' risin' gronnd to the fore door, and 
you won't set an' get your breath when 
you 're once there, but go trotting about. 
Now don't you go a mite f aster than we pro- 
ceed with this bag an' basket. Johnny, there, 
'11 f etch up the haddock. I just made one 
stop to underrun William's trawl till I come 
to jes' such a fish 's I thought you 'd want to 
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make one o' jour nice chowders of . l 've 
brought an oniou with me that was ktyin' 
about on the window-sîU at home." 

"That 's just what I was wantin'," saîd 
the hostess. " I give a sigh when you 
spoke o' chowder, knowin' my onions was out. 
William forgot to replenish us last time he 
was to the Landin'. Don't you haste so 
yourself , Almiry, up this risin' ground. I 
hear you commenein' to wheeze a'ready." 

This mild revenge seemed to afiEord great 
pleasure to both giver and receiver. They 
laughed a little, and looked at each other 
affectionately, and then at me. Mrs. Todd 
considerately paused, and f aced about to re^ 
gard the wide sea view. I was glad to stop, 
being more out of breath than either of my 
companions, and I prolonged the hait by 
asking the names of the neighboring islands. 
There was a fine breeze blowing, which we 
f elt more there on the high land than when 
we were running bef ore it in the dory. 

" Why, this ain't that kitten I saw when 
I was out last, the one that I said did n't ap- 
pear likely ? " exclaimed Mrs. Todd as we 
went our way. 

" That 's the one, Almiry," said her 
mother. " She always had a likely look to 
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me, an' she 's right after her business. I 
never see such a mouser for one of her âge. 
If 't wan't for William, I never should hâve 
housed that other dronin' old thing so long ; 
but he sets by her on account of her havin' 
a bob tail. I don't deem it advisable to 
maintain cats just on account of their hav- 
in' bob tails ; they 're like ail other curiosi- 
ties, good for them that wants to see 'em 
twîce. This kitten catches mice for both, 
an' keeps me respectable as I ain't been for 
a year. She 's a real understandin' little 
help, this kitten is. I picked her from 
among five Miss Augusta Pennell had over 
to Bumt Island," said the old woman, trudg- 
ing along with the kitten close at her skirts. 
" Augusta, she says to me, * Why, Mis' 
Blackett, you 've took the homeliest;' an' 
says I, ^ l 've got the smai*test ; l 'm satis- 
fied.' " 

" l 'd trust nobody sooner 'n you to pick 
ont a kitten, mother," said the daughter 
handsomely, and we went on in peace and 
harmony. 

The house was just before us now, on a 
green level that looked as if a huge hand 
had scooped it out of the long green field 
we had been ascending. A little way above, 
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the dark spruce woods began to olimb ihe 
top of the hill and cover the seaward slopes 
of the island. There was just room for the 
small f arm and the f orest ; we looked down 
jtt the fish-house and its rough sheds, and 
the weirs stretching far ont into the water. 
As we looked upward, the tops of the firs 
came sharp against the blue skj. There 
was a great stretch of rough pasture-land 
round the shoulder of the island to the east- 
ward, and hère were ail the thicknEioattered 
gray rocks that kept their places, and the 
gray backs of many sheep that forever wan- 
dered and fed on the thin sweet pasturage 
that f rînged the ledges and made soft hol- 
lows and strips of green turf like growing 
velvet. I could see the rich green of bay- 
berry bushes hère and there, where the rocks 
made room. The air was very sweet ; one 
could not help wishing to be a citizen of 
such a complète and tiny continent and 
home of fisherfolk. 

The house was broad and clean, with a 
roof that looked heavy ou its low walls. It 
was one of the houses that seem firm-rooted 
in the ground, as if they were two-thirds 
below the surface, like icebergs. The front 
door stood hospitably open in expectation of 
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oompany, and an orderly vine grew at eaoh 
aide ; but oiir path led to the kitchen door 
at the house-end, and there grew a mass of 
gay fiowers and greenery, as if they had 
been swepttogether by some diligent garden 
broom into a tangled beap : there were por- 
tulacas ail along under the lower step and 
straggling off into the grass, and clustering 
mallowB that crept as near as they dared, 
Hke PC» «Moi. I »w U« W Jh. .y» 
and brainless little heads of two half-grown 
chiokens who were snuggled down among 
the mallows as if they had been chased 
away from the door more than once, and ex- 
peoted to be again. 

** It seems kind o' formai comin' in this 
way," said Mrs. Todd impulsively, as we 
passed the flowers and came to the front 
doorstep ; but she was mindful of the pro- 
prieties, and walked bef ore us into the best 
room on the left. 

" Why, mother, if you hâve n*t gone an' 
tumed the carpeti" she exclaimed, with 
something in her yoice that spoke of awe 
and admiration. ** When 'd you get to it ? 
I s'pose Mis' Addicks corne over an' helped 
you, from White Island Landing ? " 

^^ No, she did n't," answered the dd wo- 
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man, standing proudly ereot, and making 
the most of a great moment. ^^ I done it 
ail myself with Willîam's lielp. He had a 
spare day, an' took right holt with me ; an' 
't was ail well beat on the grass, an' tumed, 
an' put down again afore we went to bed. 
I ripped an' sewed over two o' them long 
breadths. I ain't had such a good night's 
sleep for two years." 

"There, what do you think o' havin* 
such a mother as that for eighty-six year 
old ? " said Mrs. Todd, standing before us 
like a large figure of Vietory. 

As for the mother, she took on a sudden 
look of youth ; you f elt as if she promised a 
great future, and was beginning, not ending, 
her summers and their happy toils. 

" My, my 1 " exolaimed Mrs. Todd. « I 
could n't ha' done it myself, l 've got to 
own it." 

^^ I was much pleased to hâve it off my 
mind," said Mrs. Blackett, humbly; ^^the 
more so because along at the first of the 
next week I was n't very welL I suppose it 
may hâve been the change of weather." 

Mrs. Todd could not resist a significant 
glance at me, but, with charming sympathy, 
she f orbore to point the lesson or to connect 
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this illness with its apparent cause. She 
loomed larger than ever in the little old« 
f ashioned best room, with its f ew pièces of 
good fumiture and pictures of national inter- 
est. The green paper curtains were stamped 
with conventional landscapes of a foreign 
order, — castles on inaccessible crags, and 
lovely lakes with steep wooded shores; 
under-f oot the treasured carpet was covered 
thick with home-made mgs. There were 
empty glass lamps and crystallized bouquets 
of grass and some fine shells on the narrow 
mantelpiece. 

*^ I was married in this room," said Mrs. 
Todd unexpectedly ; and I heard her give a 
sigh af ter she had spoken, as if she could 
not help the touch of regret that would 
forever corne with ail her thoughts of hap- 
piness. 

^^ We stood right there between the Win- 
dows," she added, ^^ and the minister stood 
hère. William would n't corne in. He was 
always odd about seein' folks, just 's he is 
now. I run to meet 'em f rom a child, an' 
William, he 'd take an' run away." 

^^l've been the gainer," said the old 
mother cheerf ully. ^^ William has been son 
an' daughter both since you was married off 
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the island. He 's been 'most too satisfied to 
stop at home 'long o' his old mother, but I 
always tell 'em l 'm the gainer." 

We were ail moving toward the kitchen 
as if by common instinct. The best room 
was too suggestive of serions occasions, and 
the shades were ail pulled down to shut out 
the summer light and air. It was indeed a 
tribute to Society to find a room set apart 
for her behests out there on so apparently 
neighborless and remote an island. Af ter- 
noon visits and evening festivals must be 
few in such a bleak situation at certain sea- 
sons of the year, but Mrs. Blackett was of 
those who do not live to themselves, and who 
hâve long since passed the line that divides 
mère self-concem from a valued share in 
whatever Society can give and take. There 
were those of her neighbors who never had 
taken the trouble to fumish a best room, 
but Mrs. Blackett was one who knew the 
uses of a parler. 

^^Yes, do come right out into the old 
kitchen ; I shan't make any stranger of you,'' 
she iuvited us pleasantly, after we had been 
properly received in the room appointed to 
f ormality. " I expect Almiry, hère, '11 be 
drif tin' out 'mongst the pasture-weeds quick 's 
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she oan find a good excuse. 'T is hot now. 
You 'd better content yourselves till you get 
nice an' rested, an' 'long after dinner the 
sea-breeze '11 spring np, an' then you can 
take your walks, an' go up an' see the pros- 
pect f rom the big ledge. Almiry '11 want to 
show off everything there is. Then I '11 get 
you a good cup o' tea before you start to go 
home. The days are pleniy long now." 

While we were talking in the best room 
vhe selected fish had been mysteriously 
brought up from the shore, and lay ail 
cleaned and ready in an earthen crock on 
tiie table. 

^^ I think William might hâve just stopped 
an' said a word," remarked Mrs. Todd, pout- 
ing with high affront as she canght sight of 
it. ^^ He 's f riendly enough when he comes 
ashore, an' was remarkable social the last 
time, for him." 

^^ He ain't disposed to be very social with 
the ladies," explained William's mother, 
with a delightf ul glance at me, as if she 
countedupon my friendship and tolérance. 
*^ He 's very particular, and he 's ail in his 
old fishin'-clothes to-day. He'll want me 
to tell him everything you said and donc, 
after you 've gone. William bas very deep 
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affections. He '11 want to see you, Almiiy. 
Yes, I guess he '11 be în by an' by." 

" I '11 search for liim by 'n' by, îf he 
don't," proclaimed Mrs. Todd, witii an air 
of unalterable resolution. ^^I know ail of 
his burrows down 'long the shore. I '11 catch 
him by hand 'fore he knows it. l 've got 
some business with William, anyway. I 
brought foriy-two cents wiih me that was 
due him for them last lobsters he brought 
m. 

^^You can leave it with me," suggested 
the Utile old mother, who was already step- 
ping abont among her pots and pans in the 
pantry, and preparing to make the chowder. 

I became possessed of a sudden unwonted 
curiosity in regard to William, and felt that 
half the pleasure of my visit would be lost 
if I could not make his interesting ao- 
quaintance. 



IX. 

WILLIAM. 

Mrs. Todd had taken the onion out of 
her basket and laid it down upon the kitchen 
table. ^^ Tbere 's Jolmiiy Bowden corne with 
us, you know,*' sbe reminded her mother. 
** He 11 be hungry enough to eat his sîze." 

" I Ve got new doughnuts, dear," said the 
little old lady. ^^You don't often catch 
William 'n' me out o' provisions. I expect 
you might hâve chose a somewhat larger 
fish, but I *11 try an' make it do. I shall 
hâve to hâve a few extra potatoes, but 
there 's a field fuU out there, an' the hoe 's 
leanin' against the well-house, in 'mongstthe 
climbin'-beans." She smiled, and gave her 
daughter a commanding nod. 

^^ Land sakes alive I Le' 's blow the hom 
for William," insisted Mrs. Todd, with some 
excitement. '^ He need n't break his spirit 
so far 's to come in. He '11 know you need 
him for something particular, an' then we 
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ean call to him as he cornes up the path. I 
won't put him to no pain." 

Mrs. Blackett's old face, for the first time, 
wore a look of trouble, and I f ound it neces* 
sary to counteract the teasing spirit of Al- 
mira. It was too pleasant to stay indoors 
altogether, even in such rewarding com- 
panionship ; besides, I might meet William ; 
and, straying out presently, I found the hoe 
by the well-house and an old splint basket 
at the woodshed door, and also found my 
way down to the field where there was a 
great square patch of rough, weedy potato- 
tops and tall ragweed. One corner was 
already dug, and I chose a fat-looking hill 
where the tops were well withered. There is 
ail the pleasure that one can hâve in gold- 
digging in finding one's hopes satisfied in 
the riches of a good hill of potatoes. I 
longed to go on ; but it did not seem frugal 
to dig any longer after my basket was full, 
and at last I took my hoe by the middle 
and lifted the basket to go back up the 
hill. I was sure that Mrs. Blackett must be 
waiting impatiently to slice the potatoes into 
the chowder, layer after layer, with the 
fish. 

^^You let me take holt o' ihat basket, 
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ma'am," said a pleasant, anxious voice 
behind me. 

I tumed, startled in the silence of the 
wide field, and saw an elderly man, bent 
in the shoulders as fishermen often are, 
gray-headed and dean-shaven, and with a 
timid air. It was William. He looked just 
like his mother, and I had been imagining 
that he was large and stout like his sister, 
Almira Todd ; and, strange to say, my f ancy 
had led me to picture him not far from 
thirty and a little loutish. It was neeessary 
instead to pay William the respect due to 
âge. 

I accustomed myself to plain f acts on the 
instant, and we said good-moming like old 
f riends. The basket was really heavy, and 
I put the hoe through its handle and offered 
him one end ; then we moved easily toward 
the house together, speaking of the fine 
weather and of mackerel which were re- 
ported to be striking in ail about the bay. 
William had been out since three o'clock, 
and had taken an extra f are of fish. I could 
feel that Mrs. Todd's eyes were upon us as 
we approached the house, and although I 
f ell behind in the narrow path, and let Wil- 
liam take the basket alone and précède me 
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at Bome Utile distance the rest of the way, I 
could plainly hear lier greet him. 

^^ Got round to comin' in, did n't you? '' 
she inquired, with açiuBement. ^^ WeU, now, 
that 's élever. Did n't know 's I should see 
you to-day, William, an' I wanted to settle 
an account." 

I f elt somewhat disturbed and responsi- 
ble, but when I joined them they were on 
most simple and f riendly tenus. It beoame 
évident that, with William, it was the first 
step that cost, and that, having once joined 
in social interests, he was able to pursue 
them with more or less pleasure. He was 
about sixty, and not young-looking for his 
years, yet so undying is the spirit of youth, 
and bashfulness has such a power of sur- 
vival, that I felt ail the time as if one must 
try to make the occasion easy for some one 
who was young and new to the affairs of so- 
cial lif e. He asked politely if I would like 
to go up to the great ledge while dinner was 
getting ready ; so, not without a deep sensé 
of pleasure, and a delighted look of surprise 
from the two hostesses, we started, William 
and I, as if both of us felt much younger 
than we looked. Such was the innocence 
and simplicity of the moment that when I 
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heard Mrs. Todd laughing behind us in ihe 
kitchen I laughed too, but William did not 
even blush. I think he was a little deaf, 
and he stepped along before me most busi- 
nesslike and intent upon bis errand. 

We went from the npper edge of the field 
above the house into a smooth, brown path 
among the dark spruces. The bot sun 
brought out the fragrance of the pitchy 
bark, and the shade was pleasant as we 
climbed the hill. William stopped once or 
twice to show me a great wasps'-nest close 
by, or some fishhawks'-nests below in a bit 
of swamp. He picked a f ew sprigs of late- 
blooming linnsea as we came out upon an 
open bit of pasture at the top of the island, 
and gave them to me without speaking, but 
he knew as well as I that one could not say 
half he wished about linnsea. Through this 
pièce of rough pasture ran a huge shape of 
stone like the great backbone of an enor- 
mous créature. At the end, near the woods, 
we could climb up on it and walk along to 
the highest point ; there above the circle of 
pointed firs we could look down over ail the 
island, and could see the océan that circled 
this and a hundred other bits of îsland- 
ground, the mainland shore and ail the far 
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horizons. It gave a sudden sensé of space, 
for nothing stopped the eye or hedged one 
in, — that sensé of liberiy in space and time 
which great prospects always ^ve. 

" There ain't no such view in the world, 
I expect," said William proudly, and I has- 
tened to speak my heartf elt tribute of praise ; 
it was impossible not to feel as if an un- 
traveled boy had spoken, and yet o»e loved 
to hâve him value his native heath. 



X. 

WHERE FENNTBOYAL OBEW. 

We were a Utile laie to dinner, but Mrs. 
Blackett and Mrs. Todd were lenient, and 
we ail took our places af ter William had 
paused to wash bis hands, like a pious Brah- 
min, at the well, and put on a neat blue coat 
which he took from a peg behind the kitehen 
door. Then he resolutely asked a blessing 
in words that I oould not hear, and we ate 
the cbowder and were thankf ul. The kitten 
went round and round the table, quite erect, 
and, holding on by her fierce young claws, 
she stopped to mew wiih pathos at each 
elbow, or darted off to the open door when 
a song sparrow f orgot himself and lit in the 
grass too near. William did not talk much, 
but his sister Todd occupied the time and 
told ail the news there was to tell of Dunnet 
Landing and its coasts, while the old mother 
listened with delight. Her hospitality was 
something exquisite ; she had the gift which 
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Bo many vomen lack, of being able to make 
themselves and their houses belong entirely 
to a guest's pleasure, — that charming sur- 
render for the moment of themselves and 
whatever belongs to them, so that they make 
a part of one's own life that can never be 
forgotten. Tact is after ail a kind of mind^ 
reading, and my hostess held the golden 
gift. Sympathy is of the mind as well as •- 
the heart, and Mrs. Blackett's world and 
mine were one from the moment we met. 
Besides, she had that final, that highest 
gift of heaven, a perfect self-forgetfulness.-^ 
Sometimes, as I watehed her eager, sweet 
old face, I wondered why she had been set 
to shine on this lonely island of the north- 
em coast. It must hâve been to keep the 
balance true, and make up to ail her scat- 
tered and depending neighbors for other 
things which they may hâve lacked. 

When we had finished clearing away the 
old blue plates, and the kitten had taken 
care of her share of the fresh haddock, just 
as we were putting back the kitchen chairs 
in their places, Mrs. Todd said briskly that 
she must go up into the pasture now to 
gather the desired herbs. 

^^ You can stop hère an' rest, or you can 
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accompany me," she annoiinced. ^' Mother 
ought to hâve her nap, and when we corne 
back she an' William '11 sing for you. She 
admires music," said Mrs. Todd, tuming to 
speak to her mother. 

But Mrs. Blackett tried to say that she 
could n't sing as she used, and perhaps Wil- 
liam would n't feel like it. She looked 
tired, the good old soûl, or I should hâve 
liked to sit in the peacef ul little house while 
she slept ; I had had much pleasant expéri- 
ence of pastures already in her daughter's 
Company. But it seemed best to go with 
Mrs. Todd, and ofiE we went. 

Mrs. Todd carried the gingham bag which 
she had brought from home, and a small 
heavy burden in the bottom made it hang 
straight and slender from her hand. The 
way was steep, and she soon grew breathless, 
so that we sat down to rest awhile on a con- 
venient large stone among the bayberry. 

" There, I wanted you to see this, — 't îs 
mother's picture," said Mrs. Todd ; " 't was 
taken once when she was up to Portland, soon 
after she was married. That 's me," she 
added, opening another worn case, and dis- 
playing the full face of the cheerf ul child she 
looked like still iu spite of being past sixty. 
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^ And hère 's William an' father together. 
I take after father, large and heavy, an' 
William is like mother's folks, short an' 
thin. He ought to hâve made something o' 
himself, bein' a man an' so like mother; but 
though he 's been very steady to work, an' 
kept up the farm, an' done his fishin' too 
right along, he never had mother's snap 
power o' seein' things just as they be. He 's 
got excellent judgment, too," meditated Wil- 
liam's sister, but she could not arrive at 
any satisf aotory décision upon what she evi- 
dently thought his f ailure in lif e. ^^ I think , 
it is well to see any one so happy an' makin' ' 
the most of life just as it falls to hand," she 
said as she began to put the daguerréotypes 
away again ; but I reached out my hand to 
see her mother's once more, a most flower- 
like face of a lovely yonng woman in quaint 
dress. There was in the eyes a look of an- 
ticipation and joy, a far-off look that sought 
the horizon ; one of ten sees it in seafaring 
families, inherited by girls and boys alike 
f rom men who spend their lives at sea, and 
are always watching for distant sails or the 
first loom of the land. At sea there is no- 
thing to be seen close by, and this has its 
counterpart in a sailor's character, in the 
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large and brave and patient traits that are 
developed, the hopef ul pleasantness that one 
loves so in a seafarer. 

When the fanûly pictures were wrapped 
i^ain in a big handkerchief , we set f orward 
in a narrow f ootpath and made oar way to 
a lonely place that faced northward, where 
there was more pàsturage and f ewer bushes, 
and we went down to the edge of short grass 
above some rocky cliffs where the deep sea 
broke with a great noise, thoagh the wind 
was down and the water looked quiet a little 
way from shore. Among the grass grew 
such pennyroyal as the rest of the world 
could not provide. There was a fine frar 
grance in the air as we gathered it sprig by 
sprig and stepped along carefully, and Mrs. 
Todd pressed her aromatic nosegay between 
her hands and offered it to me again and 
again. 

^^ There 's nothin' like it," she said ; ^^ oh 
no, there 's no such pennyr'yal as this in the 
State of Maine. It 's the right pattem of 
the plant, and ail the rest I ever see is but 
an imitation. Don't it do you good ? " And 
I answered with enthusiasm. 

** There, dear, I never showed nobody else 
but mother where to find this place; 't is 
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kind of sainted to me. Nathan, my hus- 
band, an' I used to love this place when we 
was courtin', and *' — she hesitated, and then 
spoke softly — "when he was lost, 't was 
just off shore tryin' to get in by the short 
channel out there between Squaw Islands, 
right in sight o' this headland where we 'd 
set an' made our plans ail summer long." 

I had never heard her speak of her hns- 
band bef ore, but I f elt that we were friends 
now since she had brought me to this place. 

"'T was but a dream with us," Mrs. 
Todd said. " I knew it when he was gone. 
I knew it " — and she whispered as if she 
were at confession — "I knew it afore he 
started to go to sea. My heart was gone 
out o' my keepin' before I ever saw Nathan ; 
but he loved me well, and he made me real 
happy, and he died before he ever knew 
what he 'd had to know if we 'd lived long to- 
gether. 'T is very strange about love. No, 
Nathan never f ound out, but my heart was 
troubled when I knew him first. There 's 
more women likes to be loved than there is 
of those that loves. I spent some happy 
hours right hère. I always liked Nathan, 
and he never knew. But this pennyr'yal 
always reminded me, as l 'd sit and gather 
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it and hear him talkin' — it always would 
remind me of — thie other one." 

She looked away f rom me, and presently 
rose and went on by herself . There was 
something lonely and solîtary about her 
great determined shape. She might bave 
been Antigone alone on tbe Theban plaîn. 
It îs not often given in a noisy world to come 
to the places of great grief and silence. An 
absolute, arcliaic grief possessed this country- 
woman ; she seemed like a renewal of some 
historié soûl, with her sorrows and the re- 
moteness of a daily lif e busied with rustic 
simplicities and the scents of primeval herbs. 

I was not incompétent at herb-gathering, 
and after a while, when I had sat long enough 
waking myself to new thoughts, and reading 
a page of remembrance with new pleasure, 
I gathered some bunches, as I was boimd 
to do, and at last we met again higher up 
the shore, in the plain every-day world we 
had lef t behind when we went down to the 
pennyroyal plot. As we walked together 
along the high edgo of the field we saw a 
hundred sails about the bay and f arther sea- 
ward ; it was mid-af temoon or after, and the 
day was coming to an end. 
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^^ Yes, they 're ail makin' towards the 
shore, — the small craft an' the lobster 
smacks an' ail," said my companion. *^ We 
must spend a little time with mother now, 
just to hâve our tea, an' then put for home." 

*^ No matter if we lose the wind at 8un« 
down ; I can row in with Johnny," said I ; 
and Mrs. Todd nodded reassuringly and kept 
to her steady plod, not quickening her gait 
even when we saw William come round the 
corner of the house as if to look for us, and 
wave his hand and disappear. 

** Why, William 's right on deck ; I did n't 
know 's we should see any more of him ! " 
exclaimed Mrs. Todd. ^^ Now mother 'U put 
the kettle right on ; she 's got a good fire 
goin'." I too could see the blue smoke 
thicken, and then we both walked a little 
f aster, while Mrs. Todd groped in her f uU 
bag of herbs to find the daguerréotypes and 
be ready to put them in their places. 



XI. 

THE OLD SIN0EB8. 

William was sitting on the side door step, 
and the old mother was busy making her 
tea ; she gave into my hand an old flowered- 
glass tea-caddy. 

^^ William thought you 'd like to see this, 
when he was settin' the table. My father 
brought it to my mother from the island of 
Tobago ; an' hère 's a pair of beautiful mugs 
that came with it." She opened the glass 
door of a little cupboard beside the chimney. 
^^ Thèse I call my best things, dear," she 
said. ^^You'd laugh to see how we enjoy 
'em Sunday nights in winter: we hâve a 
real company tea 'stead o' livin' right along 
just the same, an' I make somethin' good 
for a s'prise an' put on some o' my préserves, 
an' we get a-talkin' together an' hâve real 
pleasant times." 

Mrs. Todd laughed indulgently, and looked 
to see what I thought of such childishness. 
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^^I wish I could be hère some Sunday 
evening," saîd I. 

*^ William an' me '11 be talkin' about you 
an' thinkin' o' this nioe day," said Mrs. 
Blackett affectionately, and she glanoed at 
William, and he looked up bravely and 
nodded. I began to discover that he and 
his sister oonld not speak theîr deeper f eel- 
ings bef ore each other. 

"Now I want you an' mother to sing," 
said Mrs. Todd abruptly, with an air of 
oommand, and I gave William much sym- 
pathy in his évident distress. 

" After l 've had my cup o' tea, dear,*' 
answered the old hostess cheerf ully ; and so 
we sat down and took our cups and made 
merry while they lasted. It was impossible 
not to wish to stay on forever at Green 
Island, and I could not help saying so. 

" l 'm very happy hère, both winter an' 
summer," said old Mrs. Blackett. *^ William 
an' I never wish for any other home, do we, 
William ? l 'm glad you find it pleasant ; 
I wish you 'd come an' stay, dear, whenever 
you f eel inclined. But hère 's Almiry ; I 
always think Providence was kind to plot an' 
bave her husband leave her a good house 
where she really belonged. She 'd been very 



82 COUNTRY OF THE FOINTED FIES. 

restless if she'd had to continue hère on 
Green Island. You wanted more scope, 
did n't you, Almiry, an' to live in a large 
place where more things grew ? Sometimes 
folks wonders tliat we don't live together ; 
perhaps we shall some time/' and a shadow 
of sadness and appréhension flitted across 
her face. '* The time o' sickness an' failin' 
has got to come to ail. But Almiry 's got an 
herb that 's good for everything." She smiled 
as she spoke, and looked bright again. 

^^ There 's some herb that 's good for 
everybody, except for them that thinks 
they 're sick when they ain't," announced 
Mrs. Todd, with a truly professional air of 
finality. ^^ Come, William, let 's hâve Sweet 
Home, an' then mother 'U sing Cupid an' the 
Bee for us." 

Then foUowed a most charming surprise. 
William nu«tered his timidity and began to 
sing. His voice was a little f aint and frail, 
like the family daguerréotypes, but it was a 
ténor voice, and perf ectly true and sweet. I 
hâve never heard Home, Sweet Home sung 
as touchingly and seriously as he sang it ; 
he seemed to make it quite new ; and when 
he paused for a moment at the end of the 
first line and began the next, the old mother 



THE OLD aiNOERS, 83 

joined him and they sang together, she miss- 
ing only the liigher notes, where he seemed 
to lend his voice to hers for the moment and 
oarry on her very note and air. It was the 
silent man's real and only means of exprès* 
sion, and one could hâve listened forever, 
and hâve asked for more and more songs of 
old Scotch and English inherîtance and the 
best that hâve lived f rom the ballad music 
of the war. Mrs. Todd kept time vîsibly, 
and sometimes audibly, with her ample f oot. 
I saw the tears in her eyes sometimes, when 
I could see beyond the tears in mine. But 
at last the songs ended and the time came 
to say good-by ; it was the end of a great 
pleasure. 

Mrs. Blackett, the dear old lady, opened 
the door of her bedroom while Mrs. Todd 
was tying up the herb bag, and William had 
gone down to get the boat ready and to blow 
the horn for Johnny Bowden, who had 
joined a roving boat party who were off the 
shore lobstering. 

I went to the door of the bedroom, and 
thought how pleasant it looked, with its 
pink-and-white patchwork quilt and the 
brown unpainted paneling of its woodwork. 

^^ Come right in, dear," she said. ^^ I want 
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you to set down in my old quilted rockin'- 
chair there by the window ; you '11 say it 's 
the prettiest view in the house. I set there 
a good deal to rest me and when I want to 
read." 

There was a wom red Bible on the light- 
stand, and Mrs. Blaekett's heayy silver- 
bowed glasses ; her thimble was on the nar- 
row window-ledge, and f olded carefully on 
the table was a thick striped-cotton shirt 
that she was making for her son. Those 
dear old fingers and their loving stitches, 
that heart whioh had made the most of 
everything that needed love I Hère was the 
real home, the heart of the old house on 
Green IslandI I sat in the rocking-chair, 
and f elt that it was a place of peace, the 
little brown bedroom, and the quiet outlook 
upon field and sea and sky. 

I looked up, and we understood each oth^ 
without speaking. ^^ I shall like to think o' 
your settin' hère to-day," said Mrs* Black- 
ett. ^^I want you to corne again. It has 
been so pleasant for William." 

The wind served us ail the way home, and 
did not fall or let the sail slacken until we 
were close to the shore. We had a gênerons 
Creight o£ lobsters in the boat, and new po- 
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tatoes which William had put aboard, and 
what Mrs. Todd proudly called a full ^kag" 
of prime number one salted miackerel ; and 
when we landed we had to make business 
arrangements to hâve thèse conveyed to her 
house in a wheelbarrow. 

I never shall forget the day at Grreen 
Island. The town of Dunnet Landing 
seemed large and noisy and oppressive as 
we came ashore. Such is the power of con- 
trast ; for the village was so stiU that I could 
hear the shy whippoorwills singing that 
night Bs 1 lay awake in my downstairs bed- 
room, and the scent of Mrs. Todd's herb 
garden under the window blew in again and 
agam with every gentle rismg of the sea- 
breeze. 



A 8TBANGE BAIL. 

ExcEFT for a few stray guests, islanden 
or from the inland country, to whom Mrs. 
Todd offered the hospitalities of a single 
meal, we were quite by ourselves ail sum- 
mer ; and when there were signs of invasion, 
late in Jnly, and a certain Mrs. Fosdick ap- 
peared like a strange sail on the far hori- 
zon, I suffered much from appréhension. I 
had been living in the quaint little house 
with as much comfort and unconsciousness 
as if it were a larger body, or a double shell, 
in whose simple convolutions Mrs. Todd 
and I had secreted ourselves, until some 
wandering hermit crab of a visiter marked 
the little spare room for her own. Perhaps 
now and then a castaway on a lonely désert 
island dreads the thought of being rescued. 
I heard of Mrs. Fosdick for the first time 
with a selfish sensé of objection ; but after 
ail, I was still vacation-tenant of the school* 
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honse, where I could always be alone, and 
it was impossible not to sympathize with 
Mrs. Todd, who, in spite of some prelimi- 
nary grumbling, was really delighted with 
the prospect of entertaining an old friend. 

For nearly a month we receiyed occa- 
sional news of Mrs. Fosdick, who seemed to 
be making a royal progress from house to 
house in the inland neighborhood, af ter the 
fashion of Queen Elizabeth. One Snnday 
after another came and went, disappointing 
Mrs. Todd in the hope of seeing her guest 
at church and fizing the day for the great 
visit to begin ; but Mrs. Fosdick was not 
ready to commit herself to a date. An as- 
surance of ^^ some time this week " was not 
suffîciently definite from a free-f ooted house- 
keeper's point of view, and Mrs. Todd put 
aside ail herb-gathering plans, and went 
through the various stages of expectation, 
provocation, and despair. At last she was 
ready to believe that Mrs. Fosdick must 
hâve forgotten her promise and retumed to 
her home, which was vaguely said to be over 
Thomaston way. But one evening, just as 
the supper-table was cleared and '^ readied 
up," and Mrs. Todd had put her large apron 
over her head and stepped f orth for an even- 
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ing stroll in the garden, the unexpeoted hap- 
pened. She heard the sound of wheels, and 
gave an excited cry to me, as I sat by the 
window, that Mrs. Fosdiok was coming right 
up the Street. 

** She may not be considerate, but she 's 
dreadful good company," said Mrs. Todd 
hastily, coming back a f ew steps f rom the 
neighborhood of the gâte. ^^ No, she ain't 
a mite considerate, but there 's a small lob- 
ster left over from your tea ; yes, it 's a real 
meroy there 's a lobster. Susan Fosdiok 
might just aa weU bave passed the compU- 
ment o' comin' an hour ago." 

^^Perhaps she has had her supper," I 
yentured to suggest, sharing the house- 
keeper's anxiety, and meekly conscious of 
an inconsiderate appetite for my own supper 
af ter a long expédition up the bay. There 
were so few emergencies of any sort at 
Dunnet Landing that this one appeared 
overwhehning. 

" No, she 's rode 'way over from Nahum 
Brayton's place. I expeot they were busy 
on the f arm, and could n't spare the horse 
in proper season. You just sly out an' set 
the teakittle on again, dear, an' drop in a 
good han'f ul o' chips ; the fire 's ail alive* 
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l 'K take lier right up to lay off her things, 
an' she '11 be occupied with explanations an' 
gettin' her bunnit off, so you '11 bave plenty 
o' time. Sbe 's one I shonld n't like to bave 
find me unprepared." 

Mrs. Fosdick was already at tbe gâte, and 
Mrs. Todd now tumed witb an air of com- 
plète surprise and deligbt to welcome ber. 

** Wby, Susan Fosdick," I beard ber ex- 
claim in a fine unbindered voice, as if sbe 
were calling across a field, ** I come near giv- 
îng of you up ! I was afraid you 'd gone 
an' 'portioned out my visit to somebody else. 
I s'pose you 've been to supper ? " 

*^Lor', no, I ain't, Almiry Todd," said 
Mrs. Fosdick cbeerf ully, as sbe tumed, laden 
witb bags and bundles, from making ber 
adieux to tbe boy driver. ** I ain't bad a 
mite o' supper, dear. l 've been lottin' ail 
tbe way on a cup o' tbat best tea o' youm, 
— some o' tbat Oolong you keep in tbe little 
cbist. I don't want none o' your useful 
berbs." 

^*I keep tbat tea for minîsters' folks," 
gayly responded Mrs. Todd. *^ Come rigbt 
along in*, Susan Fosdick. I déclare if you 
ain't tbe same old sixpence I " 

As tbey came uptbe walk togetber, laugh- 
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ing like girls, I fled, full of oares, to tiie 
kitohen, to brighten the fire and be sure that 
the lobster, sole dependence of a late sup- 
per, was well out of reach of the cat. There 
proved to be fine réserves of wild raspber- 
ries and bread and butter, so that I regained 
my composure, and waited impatiently for 
my own shar^ of tiiis ÎUustrious Jt to 
begîn. Therewasaninstant sensé ofhigh 

when our guest had so frankly demanded 
the Oolong tea. 

The great moment arrived. I was for- 
mally presented at the stair-foot, and the 
two frîends passed on to the kitohen, where 
I soon heard a hospitable clink of crockery 
and the brisk stirring of a tea^up. I sat in 
my high-backed rocking-chair by the win- 
dow in the front room with an unreasonable 
f eeling of being left out, like the child who 
stood at the gâte in Hans Andersen's story. 
Mrs. Fosdick did not look, at first sight, 
like a person of great social gif ts. She was 
a serious-looking little bit of an old woman, 
with a birdUke nod of the head. I had 
often been told that she was the ^^ best hand 
in the world to make a visit," — as if to 
visit were the highest of vocations; that 
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everybody wished for her, while f ew conld 
get her; and I saw that Mrs. Todd felt 
a comforteble sensé of distinction in being 
favored with the company of this eminent 
person who " knew just how." It was oer- 
tainly true that Mrs. Fosdick gave both her 
hostess and me a warm f eeling of enjoyment 
and expectation, as if she had the power of 
social suggestion to ail neighboring minds. 

The two friends did not reappear for at 
least an hour. I conld hear their busy voices, 
loud and low by tums, as they ranged &om 
public to confidential topics. At last Mrs. 
Todd kindly remembered me and retumed, 
giving my door a ceremonious knock before 
she stepped in, witii tiie small visiter in her 
wake. She reached behind her and took 
Mrs. Fosdick's hand as if she were young 
and bashf ul, and gave her a gentie pull f or- 
ward. 

"There, I don't know whether you 're 
goin' to take to each other or not ; no, no- 
body can't tell whether you 'U suit each 
other, but I ezpect you '11 get along some 
way, both having seen the world," said oui^ 
affectionate hostess. ^^ You can inform Mis' 
Fosdick how we f ound the folks out to Green 
Island the other day. She 's always been 
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well acquainted wîth mother. l 'Il slip ont 
now an' put away the supper things an' set 
my bread to rise, if yon 'U both excuse me. 
You can corne out an' keep me company 
when you get ready, either or both." And 
Mrs. Todd, large and amiable, disappeared 
and left us. 

Seing fumished not only with a subject 
of conversation, but with a safe refuge in 
the kitchen in case of incompatibility, Mrs. 
Fosdick and I sat down, prepared to make 
the best of each other. I soon discovered 
that she, like many of the elder women of 
that coast, had spent a part of her lif e at 
sea, and was full of a good traveler's curi- 
osîty and enlightenment. By the time we 
thought it discreet to join our hostess we 
were already sincère friends. 

You may speak of a visit's setting in as 
well as a tide's, and it was impossible, as 
Mrs. Todd whispered to me, not to be pleased 
at the way this visit was setting in ; a new 
impulse and refreshing of the social cur- 
rents and seldom visited bays of memory 
appeared to hâve begun. Mrs. Fosdick had 
been the mother of a large f amily of sons 
and daughters, — sailors and sailors' wives, 
^* and most of them had died bef ore her. 
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I soon grew more or less aoquainted with 
the historiés of ail their fortunes and mis- 
fortunes, and subjects of an intimate nature 
were no more wiiiheld from my ears Idmn if 
I had been a shell on the mantelpiece. Mrs. 
Fosdick was not without a touch of dignity 
and élégance; she was fashionable in her 
dress, but it was a curiously well-preserved 
provincial fashion of some years back. In 
a wider sphère one might hâve called her a 
woman of the world, with her unexpected 
bits of modem knowledge, but Mrs. Todd's 
wisdom was an intimation of truth itself. 
She might belong to any âge, like an idyl of 
Theocritus ; but while she always understood 
Mrs. Fosdick, that entertaining pilgrim could 
not always understand Mrs. Todd. 

That yery first evening my friends plunged 
into a borderless sea of réminiscences and 
Personal news. Mrs. Fosdick had been stay- 
ing with a family who owned the farm 
where she was bom, and she had visited 
every simny knoll and shady field corner; 
but when she said that it might be for the 
last time, I detected in her tone something 
expectant of the contradiction which Mrs. 
Todd promptly offered. 
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<< Alnûry," said Mrs. Fosdick, with sad- 
ness, ^^ you may say what you like, but I 
am one of nine brothers and sisters brought 
up on the old place, and we 're ail dead but 
me. 

^^ Your sister Dailey ain't gone, is sbe ? 
Wby, no, Louisa ain*t gone I " exelaîmed 
Mrs. Todd, with surprise. " Why, I never 
beard of tbat occurrence ! " 

^^ Yes 'm ; she passed away last October, 
in Lynn. She had made her distant home 
in Vermont State, but she was making a 
visit to her youngest daughter. Louisa was 
the only one of my family whose funeral I 
was n*t able to attend, but 't was a mère 
accident. Ail the rest of us were settled 
right about home. I thought it was very 
slack of 'em in Lynn not to f etch her to the 
old place ; but when I came to hear about 
it, I leamed that they 'd recently put up a 
very élégant monument, and my sister Dailey 
was always great for show. She 'd just been 
out to see the monument the week bef ore she 
was taken down, and admired it so much 
that they felt sure of her wishes." 

^^ So she 's really gone, and the funeral 
was up to Lynn ! " repeated Mrs. Todd, as 
if to impress the sad f aot upon her mind. 
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^ She was some years younger than we be, 
too. I recoUect the first day she ever came 
to school ; 't was that first year mother sent 
me inshore to stay with aunt Topham's folks 
and get my schooling. You f etched little 
Louisa to school one Monday momin' in a 
pink dress an' her long curls, and she set 
between you an' me, and got cryin' after a 
while, so the teacher sent us home with her 
at recess." 

^^ She was scared of seeing so many chil- 
dren about her ; there was only her and me 
and brother John at home then ; the older 
boys were to sea with f ather, an' the rest of 
us wa'n't bom," explained Mrs. Fosdick. 
*^ That next f ail we ail went to sea together. 
Mother was uncertain till the last minute, as 
one may say. The ship was waiting orders, 
but the baby that then was, was bom just 
in time, and there was a long spell of extra 
bad weather, so mother got about again be- 
fore they had to sail, an' we ail went. I 
remember my clothes were ail left ashore 
in the east chamber in a basket where 
mother 'd took them out o' my chist o' 
drawers an' left 'em ready to carry aboard. 
She didn't hâve nothing aboard, of her own, 
that she wanted to eut up for me, so when 
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my dress wore out she just put me into a 
spare suit o' John's, jaoket and trousers. I 
was n't but eight years old an' he was most 
seven and large of his âge. Quick as we 
made a port she went right ashore an' fitted 
me out pretty, Wt we was bound for the East 
Indies and did n't put in anywhere for a good 
while. So I had quite a spell o' freedom. 
Mother made my new skirt long because I 
was growing, and I poked about the deck 
after that, real discouraged, feeling the hem 
at my heels every minute, and as if youth 
was past and gone. I liked the trousers best ; 
I used to climb the ri&:&dn' with 'em and 
frîghten mother tiU she S an' vowed she'd 
never take me to sea again. 

I thought by the polite absent-minded 
smile on Mrs. Todd's face this was no new 
story. 

^^ Little Louisa was a beautif ul child ; yes, 
I always thought Louisa was very pretty," 
Mrs. Todd said. ^^ She was a dear little girl 
in those days. She favored your mother; 
the rest of you took after your father's 
folks." 

" We did certain," agreed Mrs. Fosdick, 
rocking steadily. " There, it does seem so 
pleasant to taVk with an old acquaintance 
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that knows what you know. I see bo many 
of thèse new folks nowadays, that seem to 
hâve neîther past nor future. Conversation 's 
got to hâve some root in the past, or else 
you 've got to ezplain every remark you 
make, an' it wears a person out." 

Mrs. Todd gave a bxxmj little laugh. 
^^ Yes 'm, old friends is always best, 'less yo1^ 
can catch a new one that 's fit to make an 
old one out of," she said, and we gave an 
affectionate glance at each other which Mrs. 
Fosdick could not hâve understood, being 
the latest corner to the house. 



xm. 

POOB JOANNA. 

One evening my ears oanght a mysterious 
allusion whioh Mrs. Todd made to Shell- 
heap Island. It was a chilly night of cold 
northeasterly rain, and I made a fire for the 
first time in the Franklin stove in my room, 
and begged my two housemates to come in 
and keep me company. The weather had 
convinced Mrs. Todd that it was time to 
make a supply of cough-drops, and she had 
b«n brb^^ if,» tek ..d d^ 
hiding-places, until now the pungent dust 
and odor of them had resolved themselves 
into one mighty flayor of spearmint that 
came f rom a simmering caldron of syrup in 
the kitehen. She called it done, and well 
done, and had ostentatiously left it to cool, 
and taken her knitting-work because Mrs. 
Fosdick was busy with hers. They sat in 
the two rocking-chairs, the small woman and 
the large one, but now and then I could see 
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ihat Mrs. Todd's thoughts remained with 
the cougli-drops. The time of gathering 
herbs was nearly over, but the time of syrupe 
and cordials had begun. 

The heat of the open fire made us a little 
drowsy, but something in the way Mrs. Todd 
spoke of Shell-heap Island waked my inter- 
est. I waited to see if she would say any 
more, and then took a roundabout way back 
to the subject by saying what was first in 
my mind : ihat I wished the Green Island 
f amily were there to spend the evening with 
us, — Mrs. Todd's mother and her brother 
William. 

Mrs. Todd smiled, and drummed on the 
arm of the rocking-chair. ^^Might scare 
William to death," she wamed me ; and 
Mrs. Fosdick mentioned her intention of 
going out to Green Island to stay two or 
three days, if this wind did n*t make too 
much sea. 

"Where is Shell-heap Island?" I ven- 
tured to ask, seizing the opportunity. 

^^Bears nor'east somewheres about three 
miles from Green Island ; right off-shore, I 
should call it about eight miles out," said 
Mrs. Todd. ^* You never was there, dear ; 
't is off the thoroughfares, and a veiy bad 
place to land at best." 
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^^ I should thînk 't was," agreed Mrs. Fos- 
dick, smoothing down her black silk apron. 
** 'T is a place worth visitîn' when you once 
get there. Some o' the old folks was kind 
o' f earful about it 'T was 'counted a great 
place in old Indian times ; you can pick up 
their stone tools 'most any time if you hunt 
about. There 's a beautiful spring 'o water, 
too. Yes, I remember wben they used to 
tell queer stories about Shell-heap Island. 
Some said 't was a great bangeing-place for 
the Indians, and an old chief resided there 
once that ruled the winds ; and others said 
they 'd always heard that once the Indians 
corne down from up country an' left a cap- 
tive there without any bo't, an' 't was too 
far to swim across to Black Island, so called, 
an' he lived there till he perished." 

^^ l 've heard say he walked the island after 
that, and sharp-sighted folks oould see him 
an' lose him like one o' them citizens Cap'n 
Littlepage was acquainted with up to the 
north pôle," announced Mrs. Todd grimly. 
^^ Anyway, there was Indians, — you can see 
their shell-heap that named the island ; and 
l've heard myself that 'twas one o' their 
cannibal places, but I never could believe it. 
There never was no cannibals on the ooast 'o 
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Maine. Ail the Indians o' thèse régions are 
tame-looking folks." 

^^ Sakes alive, yes ! " exclaimed Mrs. Fos- 
dick. ^^ Ought to see them painted savages 
l 've seen when I was young out in the 
South Sea Islands I That was the time for 
folks to travel, 'way back in the old whaUn' 
daysl" 

'^ Whalin' must hâve been duU for a lady, 
hardly ever makin' a lively port, and not 
takin' in any mixed cargoes," said Mrs. 
Todd. ^^I never desired to go a whalin' 
v'y'ge myself ." 

^^ I used to retum f eelin' veiy slack an' 
behind the times, 't is true," explained Mrs. 
Fosdick, ^^ but 't was excitin', an' we always 
done extra well, and felt rich when we did 
get ashore. I liked the variety. There, 
how times hâve changed ; how f ew seafarin' 
f amilies there are left I What a lot o' queer 
folks there used to be about hère, anyway, 
when we was young, Almiry. Everybody 's 
just like eveiybody else, now; nobody to 
laugh about, and nobody to cry about." 

It seemed to me that there were peculi- 
arities of character in the région of Dunnet 
Landing yet, but I did not like to interrupt. 

^^ Yes," said Mrs. Todd after a moment of 
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méditation, ^^ there was certain a good many 
curiosities of human natur' in this neighbor- 
hood years ago. There was more energy 
then, and in some the energy took a singu- 
lar tum. In thèse days the young folks is 
ail copy-cats, 'fraid to death they won't be 
ail just alike ; as for the old folks, they pray 
for the advantage o' bein' a little différent." 

^^I ain't heard of a copy-cat this great 
many years," said Mrs. Fosdick, laughing ; 
*^ 't was a favorite term o' my grandmother's. 
No, I wa'n't thinking o' those things, but of 
them strange straying creatur's that used to 
rove the country. You don't see them now, 
or the ones that used to hive away in their 
own houses with some strange notion or 
other." 

I thought again of Captain Littlepage, but 
my comparions were not reminded of his 
name; and there was brother William at 
Grreen Island, whom we ail three knew. 

^^ I was talking o' poor Joanna the other 
day. I had n't thought of her for a great 
while," said Mrs. Fosdick abruptly. " Mis' 
Brayton an' I recalled her as we sat together 
sewing. She was one o' your peculiar per- 
sons, wa'n't she ? Speaking of such persons," 
she tumed to ezplain to me, ^^ there was a 
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sort of a non or hennit person lived out 
there for years ail alone on Shell-heap 
Island. Miss Joanna Todd, her name was, 
— - a cousin o' Almiry's late husband." 

I expressed my interest, but as I glanced 
at Mrs. Todd I saw ihat she was confused 
by sudden afifectionate feeling and «mni»- 
takable désire for réticence. 

^^I never want to hear Joanna laughed 
about," she said anxiously. 

^^ Nor I," answered Mrs. Fosdick reassur- 
ûigly- "She was crossed in love, — that^ 
was ail the matter to begin with ; but as I 
look back, I can see that Joanna was one 
doomed from the first to fall into a melan-^ 
choly. She retired from the world for gooa 
an' ail, though she was a well-off woman. 
Ail she wanted was to get away from folks ; 
she thought she was n*t fit to live with any- 
body, and wanted to be free. Shell-heap 
Island come to her from her f ather, and first 
thing folks knew she 'd gone off out there 
to live, and lef t word she did n't want no 
Company. 'T was a bad place to get to, un- 
less the wind an' tide were just right ; 't was 
hard work to make a landing." 

^^ What time of year was this? " I asked. 

^^Very late in the summer," said Mrs. 
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Fosdick. ^^ No, I never could langh at Jo- 
anna, as some did. She set everything by 
the young man, an' they were going to marry 
in about a month, when he got bewîtched 
with a girl 'way up the bay, and mamed 
ber, and went off to Massachusetts. He 
was n't well thought of, — there were those 
who thought Joanna's money was what had 
tempted him ; but she 'd given him her 
whole heart, an' she wa'n't so young as she 
had been. Ail her hopes were built on 
marryin', an' havin' a real home and some- 
body to look to ; she acted just like a bird 
when its nest îs spoilt. The day after she 
heard the news she was in dreadful woe, but 
the next she came to herself very quiet, and 
took the horse and wagon, and drove four- 
teen miles to the lawyer's, and signed a 
paper givin' her half of the farm to her 
brother. They never had got along very 
well together, but he did n't want to sign it, 
till she acted so distressed that he gave in. 
Edward Todd's wife was agood woman, who 
felt very bad indeed, and used every argu- 
ment with Joanna ; but Joanna took a poor 
old boat that had been her father's and 
lo'ded in a f ew things, and off she put ail 
alone, with a good land breeze, right out to 
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sea. Edward Todd ran down to the beacli, 
an' stood there cryin' like a boy to see her 
go, but she was ont o' hearin'. She never 
stepped f oot on the mainland again long as 
she Kved." 

^^ How large an island is it ? How did 
she manage in winter ?" I asked. 

^^Perhaps thirty acres, rocks and ail," 
answered Mrs. Todd, taking up the story 
gravely. /^ There can't be much of itthat 
the sait spray don't fly over in storms. No, 
't is a dreadf ul small place to make a world 
of ; it has a différent look from any of the 
other islands, but there 's a sheltered cove 
on the south side, with mud-âats across one 
end of it at low water where there 's excel- 
lent clams, and the big shell-heap keeps 
some o' the wind off a little house her f ather 
took the trouble to build when he was a 
young man. They said there was an old 
house built o' logs there before that, with a 
kind of natural cellar in the rock under it. 
He used to stay out there days to a time, 
and anchor a little sloop he had, and dig 
clams to fill it, and sail up to Portland. 
They said the dealers always gave him an 
extra price, the dams were so noted. Joanna 
used to go out and stay with him. They 
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were always great companions, so she knew 
just what 't was out there. There was a few 
sheep that belonged to her brother an' her, 
but she bargained for him to corne and get 
them on the edge o' cold weather. Yes, she 
desired him to corne for the sheep ; an' his 
wife thought perhaps Joanna 'd retum, but 
he said no, an' lo'ded the bo't with warm 
things an' what he thought she 'd need 
through the winter. He corne home with 
the sheep an' left the other things by the 
house, but she never so much as looked out 
o' the window. She donc it for a penance. 
She must hâve wanted to see Edward by 
that time." 

Mrs. Fosdick was fidgeting with eager- 
ness to speak. 

*^ Some thought the first cold snap would 
set her ashore, but she always remained," 
concluded Mrs. Todd soberly. 

^^Talk about the men not having any 
curiosiiy I " exclaimed Mrs. Fosdick scom- 
f ully. " Why, the waters round Shell-heap 
Island were white with sails ail that fall. 
'Twas never called no great of a fishin'- 
ground before. Many of 'em made excuse 
to go ashore to get water at the spring ; but 
at last she spoke to a bo't-load, very digni- 
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fied and calm, and saîd that she 'd like it 
better if they 'd make a practice of getting 
water to Black Island or somewheres else 
and leave her alone, except in case of acci- 
dent or trouble. But there was one man 
who had always set everything by her from 
a boy. He 'd bave married ber if the other 
badn't corne about an' spoilt bis cbance, 
and be used to get close to tbe island, bef ore 
ligbt, on bis way out fisbin', and tbrow a 
little bundle 'way up tbe green slope front 
o' tbe bouse. His sister told me sbe bap- 
pened to see, tbe first time, wbat a pretty 
cboice be made o' useful tbings tbat a woman 
would feel lost witbout. He stood off fisb- 
in', and could see tbem in tbe grass ail day, 
tbougb sometimes sbe 'd corne out and walk 
rigbt by tbem. Tbere was otber bo'ts near, 
out after mackerel. But early next moming 
his présent was gone. He did n't présume 
too mucb, but once be took ber a nice firkin 
o' tbings be got up to Portland, and wben 
spring come be landed ber a ben and cbick- 
ens in a nice little coop. Tbere was a good 
many old f riends bad Joanna on tbeir 
minds." 

^^Yes," said Mrs. Todd, losing ber sad 
réserve in tbe growing sympatby of tbese 
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reminiflcenoes. ^^How everybody used to 
notice whether there was smoke ont of the 
ehimney I The Black Island folks could see 
lier with their spy-glass, and if they 'd ever 
missed getting some sign o' lif e they 'd hâve 
sent notice to her folks. But after the first 
year or two Joanna was more and more f or- 
gotten as an every-day charge. Folks lived 
yery simple in those days, you know," she 
oontinued, as Mrs. Fosdick's knitting was 
takine much thoueht at the moment. ^^ I 

thrown up, and a poor f ailin' patch of 
spruoes covered ail the north side of the 
island, so she always had something to bum. 
She was very fond of workin' in the garden 
ashore, and that first summer she began to 
tiU the little field out there, and raised a 
nioe parcel o' potatoes. She could fish, o' 
course, and there was ail her clams an' lob- 
sters. You can always live well in any wild 
place by the sea when you 'd starve to death 
up country, except 't was berry time. Jo- 
anna had berries out there, blackberries at 
least, and there was a f ew herbs in case she 
needed them. Mullein in great quantities 
and a plant o' wormwood I remember seeing 
once when I stayed there, long bef ore she 
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fled out to Shell-heap. Tes, I recall the 
wormwood, whîoh is always a planted herb, so 
ihere must bave been folks there bef ore the 
Todds' day. A growin' bush makes the best 
gravestone ; I expect iJiat wormwood always 
stood for somebody's solemn monument. 
Catnip, too, is a very endurin' herb about an 
old place." 

^^ But what I want to know is what she 
did for other things," interrupted Mrs. Fos- 
dick. ^^ Almiry, what did she do for cloih- 
in' when she needed to replenish, or risin' 
for her bread, or the piece-bag that no wo- 
man can live long without ? " 

^^ Or Company," suggested Mrs. Todd. 
^^ Joanna was one that loved her friends. 
There must hâve been a terrible sight o' 
long winter evenin's that first year." 

^^ There was her hens," suggested Mrs. 
Fosdick, after reviewing the melanoholy sit- 
uation. ^^ She never wanted the sheep after 
that first season. There wa'n't no proper 
pasture for sheep after the June grass was 
past, and she ascertained the fact and 
couldn't bear to see them suffer; but the 
chickens done welL I remember saUm' by 
one spring aftemoon, an' seein' the coops out 
front o' the house in the sun. How long 
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was it bef ore you went out wiih the minia- 
ter? You were the first ones that ever 
really got ashore to see Joanna." 

I had been reflecting upon a state of 
Society which admitted such personal free- 
dom and a voluntary hermitage. There was 
something mediœval in the behavîor of poor 
Joanna Todd under a disappointment of the 
heart The two women had drawn doser 
together, and were talking on, quite uncon- 
scions of a listener. 

^^ Poor Joanna I " said Mrs* Todd again, 
and sadly shook her head as if there were 
things one could not speak about. 

'^ I called her a great fool," declared Mrs. 
Fosdick, with spirit, ^' but I pitied her then, 
and I pity her far more now. Some other 
minister would hâve been a great help to 
her, — one that preached self-forgetfuhiess 
and doin' for others to cure our own ills ; 
but Parson Dimmiok was a vague person, 
weU meanin', but very numb in his f eelin's. 
I don't suppose at that troubled time Joanna 
could think of any way to mend her troubles 
except to run off and hide." 

^' Mother used to say she did n't see how 
Joanna Uved without having nobody to do 
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own poor self day in an' day out," said Mrs. 
Todd sorrowf uUy. 

^^ There was the hens," repeated Mrs. Fos- 
diok kindly. ^^I expeot she soon came to 
makin' folks o' them. No, I never went to 
work to blâme Joanna, as some did. She 
was full o' f eeling, and her troubles hurt her 
more than she could bear. I see it ail now 
as I oould n't when I was young." 

^* I suppose in old times they had their 
shut-up oonvents for just such folks," said 
Mrs. Todd, as if she and her friend had dis- 
agreed about Joanna once, and were now in 
happy harmony. She seemed to speak with 
new openness and freedom. ^' Oh yes, I was 
only too pleased when the Révérend Mr. 
Dimmiok invited me to go out with him. 
He had n't been very long in the place when 
Joanna left home and friends. 'T was one 
day that next summer after she went, and I 
had been married early in the spring. He 
felt that he ought to go out and visit her. 
She was a member of the church, and might 
wish to hâve him oonsider her spiritual state. 
I wa'n't so sure o' that, but I always liked 
Joanna, and l 'd oome to be her cousin by 
marriage. Nathan an' I had conversed about 
goin' out to pay her a visit, but he got hii 
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chance to sail sooner 'n he expected. He 
ftlways thought everything of her, and last 
time he corne home, knowing nothing of her 
change, he brought her a beautif ul coral pin 
from a port he 'd touched at somewheres up 
the Mediterranean. So I wrapped the little 
box in a nioe pièce of paper and put it in 
my pocket, and picked her a bunch of f resh 
lemon bakn, and off we started." 

Mrs. Fosdick laughed. ^'I remember 
hearin' about your trials on the v'y'ge," she 
said. 

" Why, yes," continued Mrs. Todd in her 
Company manner. ^' I picked her the balm, 
an' we started. Why, yes, Susan, the mîn- 
ister liked to hâve cost me my lif e that day. 
He would f asten the sheet, though I advised 
against it. He said the rope was rough an' 
eut his hand. There was a fresh breeze, an' 
he went on taUdng rather high flown, an' I 
felt some interested. AU of a sudden there 
come up a gust, and he give a screech and 
stood right up and called for help, 'way out 
there to sea. I knocked him right over into 
the bottom o' the bo't, getting by to catch 
hold of the sheet an' untie it. He was n't 
but a little man; I helped him right up 
after the squall passed, and made a hand- 
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8ome apology to him, but he did act kind o' 
offended." 

'^ I do think iJiey ought not to settle them 
landlocked folks in parishes where they 're 
liable to be on the water," insîsted Mrs. Fos- 
dick. '^ Think of the families in our parish 
that was scattered ail about the bay, and 
what a sight o' sails you used to see, in Mr» 
Dimmick's day, standing aoross to the main- 
land on a pleasant Sunday moming, filled 
with church-going folks, ail sure to want 
him some time or other I You could n't find 
no doctor that would stand up in the boat 
and screech if a flaw struck her." 

^^Old Dr. Bennett had a beautiful sail- 
boat, did n't he ? " responded Mrs. Todd. 
^^ And how well he used to brave the weather I 
Mother always said that in time o' trouble that 
tall white sail used to look like an angel's 
wing comin' over the sea to them that was 
in pain. Well, there 's a différence in gifts. 
Mr. Dimmick was not without light." 

'^ 'T was light o' the moon, then," snapped 
Mrs. Fosdick ; ^^ he was pompons enough, 
but I never could remember a single word 
he said. There, go on. Mis' Todd ; I f orget 
a great deal about that day you went to see 
poor Joanna." 
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^' I f elt she saw us coming, and knew us a 
great way off ; yes, I seemed to f eel it wiiJiin 
me," said our friend, laying down her knit- 
ting. *' I kept my seat, and took the bo't 
inshore without sayîng a word ; there was a 
short ohannel that I was sure Mr. Dimmiok 
was n't acquaînted with, and the tide was 
very low. She never came out to wam us 
off nor anything, and I thought, as I hauled 
the bo't up on a wave and let the Beverend 
Mr. Dimmick step out, that it was some- 
thîn' gamed to be safe ashore. There was a 
little smoke out o' the chinmey o' Joanna's 
house, and it did look sort of homelike and 
pleasant with wild momin'-glory vines trained 
np ; an' there was a plot o' flowers under the 
front wîndow, portulacas and things. I be- 
lieve she 'd made a garden once, when she 
was stopping there with her father, and 
Bome thin&fs must hâve seeded in. It looked 
aa if she ^ght bave gone over to the otiier 
side of the island. 'T was neat and pretty 
ail about the house, and a lovely day in July. 
We walked up f rom the beach together very 
sedate, and I felt for poor Nathan's little 
pin to see if 't was safe in my dress pocket. 
AU of a sudden Joanna come right to the 
fore door and stood there, not sayin' a word. 



XIV. 

THE HERMITAGE. 

Mt companions and I had been so întent 
upon the subject of the conversation that 
we had not heard any one open the gâte, but 
at this moment, above the noise of the rain, 
we heard a loud knocking. We were ail 
startled as we sat by the fire, and Mrs. Todd 
rose hastily and went to answer the call, 
leaving her rocking^hair in violent mo- 
tion. Mrs. Fosdick and I heard an anxîous 
voîce at the door speaking of a sick child, 
and Mrs. Todd's kind, motherly voîce in- 
viting the messenger in : then we waited in 
silence. There was a sound of heavy drop- 
ping of rain f rom iàe eaves, and the distaS 
roar and undertone of the sea. My thoughts 
flew back to the lonely woman on her outer 
island; what séparation from humankind 
she must hâve f elt, what terror and sadness, 
even in a summer storm like this I 

*^ You send right af ter the doctor if she 
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ain't better in half an hour," said Mrs. Todd 
to her worried customer as they parted ; and 
I f elt a warm sensé of comf ort in the évi- 
dent resources of even so small a neighbor- 
hood, but for the poor hennit Joanna there 
was no neighbor on a winter night. 

'^How did she look?" demanded Mrs. 
Fosdick, without préface, as oor large host- 
ess retomed to the littile room with a mist 
about her from standing long in the wet door- 
way, and the sudden draiight of her coming 
beat ont the smoke and flame from the Frank- 
lin stove. '^ How did poor Joanna look ? " 

*^She was the same as ever, except I 
thought she looked smaller," answered Mrs. 
Todd after thinking a moment ; perhaps it 
was only a last considering thought about 
her patient. ^* Yes, she was just the same, 
and looked very nice, Joanna did. I had 
been married since she left home, an' she 
treated me like her own folks. I expected 
she 'd look strange, with her hair tumed 
gray in a night or somethin', but she wore 
a pretty gingham dress l 'd often seen her 
wear bef ore she went away ; she must hâve 
kept it niée for best in the aftemoons. She 
always had beautif ul, quiet manners. I re- 



THE HERMITAGE. 117 

tnember she waited till we were olose to her, 
and then kissed me real affectionate, and in- 
quired for Nathan bef ore she shook hands 
with the minister, and then she invited ns 
both m. T was ihe same Utile house her 
f ather had built him when he was a baeh- 
elor, wiih one livin'-room, and a little mite 
of a bedroom ont of it where she slept, but 
't was neat as a ship's cabin. There was 
some old chairs, an' a seat made of a long 
box that might hâve held boat taohle an' 
things to look up in his fishin' days, and a 
good enoiigh stove so anybody could cook 
and keep warm in cold weaiher* I went 
over once from home and stayed 'most a 
week with Joanna when we was girls, and 
those young happy days rose up before me. 
Her father was busy ail day fishin' or clam- 
min' ; he was one o' the pleasantest men in 
the world, but Joanna's mother had the grim 
streak, and never knew what 't was to be 
happy. The first minute my eyes f ell upon 
Joanna's face that day I saw how she had 
grown to look like Mis' Todd. 'T was the 
mother right over again." 

^^ Oh dear me I " said Mrs. Fosdick. 

^* Joanna had done one thing very pretfy» 
There was a little pièce o' swamp on the 
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island where good rushes grew plenty, and 
she 'd gaihered 'em, and braided some beauti- 
ful mats for the floor and a thick cushion 
for the long bunk. She 'd showed a good 
deal of invention ; you see there was a nice 
chance to pick up pièces o' wood and boards 
that drove ashore, and she 'd made good use 
o' what she f ound. There was n't no clock, 
but she had a few dishes on a shelf , and 
flowers set about in shells fixed to the walls, so 
it did look sort of homelike, though so lonely 
and poor. I could n't keep the tears ont o' 
my eyes, I f elt so sad. I said to myself , I 
must get mother to corne over an' see Joanna ; 
the love in mother's heart would warm her, 
an' she might be able to advise." 

*' Oh no, Joanna was dreadful stem," said 
Mrs. Fosdick. 

" We were ail settin' down very proper, 
but Joanna would keep stealin' glances at 
me as if she was glad I corne. She had but 
little to say ; she was real polite an' gentle, 
and yet forbiddin^ The minister found it 
hard," conf essed Mrs. Todd ; '^ he got em- 
barrassed, an' when he put on bis authority 
and asked her if she f elt to en joy religion in 
her présent situation, an' she replied that 
she must be excused from answerin', I 
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thougbt I should fly. She might hâve made 
it easier for him; after ail, he was ihe 
minîster and had taken some trouble to corne 
out, though 't was kind of cold an' unfeelîn' 
the way he inquired. I thought he might 
hâve seen the little old Bible a-layin' on the 
shelf close by him, an' I wished he knew 
enough to just lay his hand on it an' read 
somethin' kind an' f atherly 'stead of accusin' 
her, an' then given poor Joanna his blessin' 
with the hope she might be led to comf ort. 
He did offer prayer, but 'twas ail about 
hearin' the voice o' God out o' the whirl- 
wind ; and I thought while he was goin' on 
that anybody that had spent the long cold 
winter ail alone out on Shell-heap Island 
kuew a good deal more about those things 
than he did. I got so provoked I opened 
my eyes and stared right at him. 

'^ She did n't take no notice, she kep' a 
nice respectful manner towards him, and 
when there come a pause she asked if he 
had any interest about the old Indian re- 
mains, and took down some queer stone 
gouges and hammers off of one of her shelves 
and showed them to him same 's if he wais a 
boy. He remarked that he 'd like to walk 
OTer an' see the shell-heap ; so she went 
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right to the door and pointed him the way. 
I see then that she 'd made her some kind o' 
sandal-shoes out o' the fine rushes to wear on 
her f eet ; she stepped light an' nice in 'em 
as shoes." 

Mrs. Fosdiok leaned back in her rocking- 
chair and gave a heavy sigh. 

*^ I did n't move at first, but l 'd held out 
just as long as I could," said Mrs. Todd, 
whose voice trembled a little. ^^ When Jo« 
anna retumed from the door, an' I oould 
see that man's stupid back departin' among 
the wild rose bushes, I just ran to her an' 
caught her in my arms. I was n't so big as 
I be now, and she was older than me, but I 
hugged her tight, just as if she was a oMd. 
^ Oh, Joanna dear,' I says, ^ won't you corne 
ashore an' live 'long o' me at the Landin', or 
go over to Green Island to mother's when 
winter comes? Nobody shall trouble you, 
an' mother finds it hard bein' alone. I can't 
bear to leave you hère' — and I burst right 
out crying. l 'd had my own trials, young 
as I was, an' she knew it. Oh, I did entreat 
her ; yes, I entreated Joanna." 

'' What did she say then ? " asked Mrs. 
Fosdick, much moved. 

^' She looked the same way, sad an' remote 
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tbrough it ail," said Mrs. Todd moumfully. 
'^ She took hold of my hand, and we sat 
down close together ; 't was as if she tumed 
round an' made a child of me. ^ I hâve n't 
got no right to Uve with folks no more,' she 
said. ' You must never ask me again, Al- 
miry : l 've done the only thing I could do, 
and l 've made my choice. I f eel a great 
comf ort in your kindness, but I don't de^e 
it. I kave committed the unpardonable sin ; 
you don't understand,' says she humbly. 
^ I was in great wrath and trouble, and my 
thoughts was so wicked towards God that I 
can't expect ever to be forgiven. I hâve 
cometo know what it is to hâve patience, 
but I hâve lost my hope. You must tell 
those that ask how 't is with me,' she said, 
^ an' tell them I want to be alone.' I could n't 
speak ; no, there wa'n't anything I could say, 
she seemed so above everything common. I 
was a good deal younger then than I be 
now, and I got Nathan's little coral pin out 
o' my pocket and put it into her hand ; and 
when she saw it and I told her where it come 
from, her face did really light up for a 
minute, sort of bright an' pleasant. * Nathan 
an' I was always good friends ; l 'm glad he 
don't think hard of me,' says she. ^ I want 
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you to have it, Almiry, an' wear it for love o^ 
both o' us,' and she handed it back to me. 
* You gîve my love to Nathan, — he 's a dear 
good man,' she said ; ^ an' tell your mother, if 
I should be sick she must n't wish I oould 
get well, but I want her to be the one to 
eome.' Then she seemed to have said ail 
she wanted to, as if she was done with the 
world, and we sat there a f ew minutes longer 
together. It was real sweet and quiet exoept 
for a good many birds and the sea rollin' up 
on the beach ; but at last she rose, an' I did 
too, and she kissed me and held my hand in 
hers a minute, as if to say good-by ; then she 
tumed and went rieht away ont o' the door 
and disappeared. 

*'The minister corne back pretty soon, 
and I told him I was ail ready, and we 
started down to the bo't. He had picked 
up some round stones and things and was 
carrying them in his pocket.handkerchief ; 
an' he sat down amidships without making 
any question, and let me take the rudder an' 
work the bo't, an' made no remarks for 
some time, until we sort of eased it off 
speaking of the weather, an' subjects that 
arose as we skirted Black Island, where two 
or three familles lived belongin' to the parisk 
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He preaohed next Sabbath as usual^ some- 
thin' high soundin' about the création, and 
I could n't help tbinkin' he might never get 
no f urther ; he seemed to know no remédies, 
but he had a great use of words." 

Mrs. Fosdick sighed again. ^'Hearin' 
you tell about Joanna brings the time right 
baek as if 't was yesterday," she said. ^^ Yes, 
she was one o' them poor things that talked 
about ihe great sin ; we don't seem to hear 
nothing about the unpardonable sin now, 
but you may say 't was not unoommon then." 

''I expect ihat if it had been in thèse 
days, such a person would be plagued to 
death with idle folks," continued Mrs. Todd, 
after a long pause. '* As it was, nobody 
trespassed on her; ail the folks about the 
bay respected her an' her f eelings ; but as 
time wore on, after you left hère, one after 
another ventured to make occasion to put 
somethin' ashore for her if they went that 
way. I know mother used to go to see her 
sometimes, and send William over now and 
then with something fresh an' nice from the 
farm. There is a «point on the sheltered 
side where you can lay a boat close to shore 
an' land anything safe on the turf out o' 
reach o' the water. There were one or two 
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odiers, old folks, that she would see, and 
now an' then she 'd hail a passin' boat an' 
ask for somethin'; and mother got her to 
promise that she would make some sign to 
ihe Black Island folks if she wanted help. 
I never saw her myself to speak to after 
that day." 

"I expect nowadays, if such a thing hap- 
pened, she'd hâve gone ont West to her 
uncle's folks or np to Massachusetts and had 
a change, an' corne home good as new. The 
^ world 's bigger an' freer than it used to be," 
urged Mrs. Fosdick. 

**No," said her friend. " 'T is like bad 
eyesight, the mind of such a person : if your 
eyes don't see right there may be a remedy, 
but there 's no kind of glasses to remedy the 
mincl^ Jfo, Joanna was Joanna, and there 
jshe lays on her island where she lived and 
did her poor penance. She told mother the 
day she was dyin' that she always used to 
want to be f etched inshore when it come to 
the last ; but she 'd thought it over, and 
desîred to be laid on the island, if 't was 
thought right. So the funeral was out 
there, a Saturday aftemoon in September. 
'T was a pretty day, and there wa'n't hardly 
a boat on the coast within twenty miles that 
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did n't head for Shell-heap cram-full o' 
folks, an' ail real respectful, same 's if she 'd 
always stayed ashore and held her friends. 
Some went ont o' mère curiosity, I don't 
doubt, • — there 's always such to eveiy 
funeral ; but most had real f eelin', and went 
purpose to show it. She 'd got most o' the 
wild sparrows as tame as could be, livin' ont 
there so long among 'em, and one flew right 
in and lit on the coffin an' begun to sing 
while Mr. Dimmick was speakin'. He was 
put ont by it, an' acted as if he did n't know 
whether to stop or go on. I may hâve been 
prejudieed, but I wa'n't the only one tbonght 
the poor little bird done the best of the 
two." 

^^What became o' the man that treated 
her so, did yon ever hear?" asked Mrs. 
Fosdick. ^^I know he lived up to Massa- 
chusetts for a while. Somebody who came 
f rom the same place told me that he was in 
trade there an' doin' veiy well, but that was 
years ago." 

^^ I never heard anything more than that ; 
he went to the war in one o' the early rigi- 
ments. No, I never heard any more of 
him," answered Mrs. Todd. *'*' Joanna was 
another sort of person, and perhaps he 
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silowed good juâgment in marryin' some- 
body else, if only he'd behaved straight- 
forward and maBly. He was a diifty^yed, 
coazin' sort of man, that got what he wanted 
out o' folks, an' only gave when he wanted to 
buy, made friends easy and lost 'em without 
knowin' the différence. Sbe 'd had a pièce 
o' work tryin' to make him walk accordin' to 
her right ideas, but she 'd hâve had too much 
variety ever to f ail into a melancholy. Some 
is meant to be the Joannas in this world, 
an' 't was her poor lot." 



XV. 

ON SHELL-HEAP ISLAND. 

SOME time af ter Mrs. Fosdick's visit was 
over and we had retnmed to our former 
quietness, I was out sailing alone with Cap- 
tain Bowden in his large boat. We were 
taking the crooked northeasterly channel 
seaward, and were well out f rom shore while 
it was still early in the aftemoon. I found 
myself presenfly among some unfamiliar 
islands, and suddenly remembered the story 
of poor Joanna. There is something in the 
fact of a hermitage that cannot fail to.touch 
the imagination ; the recluses are a sad kin- 
dred, but they are never commonplace. 
Mrs. Todd had truly said that Joanna was 
like one of the saints in the désert; the 
loneliness of sorrow will f orever keep alive 
their sad succession. 

'' Where is Shell-heap Island I " I asked 
eagerly. 

^^ You see Shell-heap now, layin' 'way out 
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beyond Black Island there," answered the 
oaptain, pointing with outstretched arm as 
he stood, and holding the rudder with his 
knee. 

^^ I should like veiy much to go there," 
said I, and the captain, withoiit comment, 
changed his course a little more to the east- 
ward and let the reef out of his mainsail. 

^^I don't know's we can make an easy 
landin' for ye/' he remarked donbtfully. 
*^ May get your f eet wet ; bad place to land. 
Tronble is I ought to hâve bronght a tag- 
boat; but they clutch on to the water so, 
an' I do love to sail free. This gre't boat 
gets easy bothered with anything trailin'. 
'T ain't breakin' much on the meetin'-house 
ledges ; guess I can fetch in to Shell-heap." 

^* How long is it since Miss Joanna Todd 
died ?" I asked, partly by way of explana- 
tion. 

"Twenty-two years come September," an- 
swered the captain, after reflection. '* She 
died the same year my oldest boy was bom, 
an' the town house was bumt over to the 
Port. I did n't know but yon merely wanted 
to hunt for some o' them Indian relies. 
Long 's you want to see where Joanna lived 
-» No, 't ain't breakin' over the ledges ; 
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we 'U manage to f etch across the shoalg 
someliow, 't is such a distance to go 'way 
round, and tide 's a-risin'," he ended hope- 
f uUy, and we sailed steadily on, the captain 
speechless with intent watcliing of a difficult 
course, until the small island with its low 
whitish promontory lay in full view before 
us under the bright aftemoon sun. 

The month was August, and I had seen 
the color of the islands change f rom the 
fresh green of June to a sunbumt brown 
that made them look like stone, except where 
the dark green of the spruces and fir balsam 
kept the tint that even winter storms might 
deepen, but not fade. The f ew wind-bent 
trees on Shell-heap Island were mostly dead 
and gray, but there were some low-growing 
bushes, and a stripe of light green ran along 
just above the shore, which I knew to be 
wild moming-glories. As we came close I 
could see the high stone walls of a small 
square field, though there were no sheep left 
to assail it; and below, there was a little 
harbor-like cove where Captain Bowden was 
boldly running the great boat in to seek a 
landing-place. There was a crooked channel 
of deep water which led close up against the 
shore. 
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" There, you hold f ast f or'ard there, an' 
wait for her to lift on the wave. You '11 
make a good landin' if you 're smart ; right 
on the port-hand aide I " the captain called 
excitedly ; and I, standing ready with high 
ambition, seized my chance and leaped over 
to the grassy bank. 

^^ l 'm beat if I ain't aground after ail ! " 
moumed the captain despondently. 

But I could reach the bowsprit, and he 
pushed with the boat-hook, while the wind 
veered round a little as if on purpose and 
helped with the sail ; so presently the boat 
was f ree and began to drift out f rom shore. 

*' Used to call this p'int Joanna 's wharf 
privUege, but 't has wom away in the 
weather since her time. I thought one or 
two bumps would n't hurt us none, — paint 's 
got to be renewed, anyway, — but I never 
thought she'd tetch. I figured on shyin' 
by," the captain apologized. ** She 's too 
gre't a boat to handle well in hère ; but I 
used to sort of shy by in Joanna's day, an' 
cast a little somethin' ashore — some apples 
or a couple o' pears if I had 'em — on the 
grass, where she 'd be sure to see." 

I stood watching while Captain Bowden 
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cleverly f ound his way back to deeper water. 
^^ You need n't make no haste," he called to 
me ; ^' I '11 keep within call. Joanna lays 
right up there in the far corner o' the field. 
There used to be a path led to the place. I 
always knew her well. I was out hère to 
the funeral. 

I f ound the path ; it was touching to dis- 
cover that this lonely spot was not without 
its pUgrims. Later générations wiU know 
less and less of Joanna herself , but there 
are paths trodden to the shrines of solitude 
the world over, — the world cannot f orget 
them, try as it may ; the f eet of the young 
find them out because of curiosity and dim 

fo^bodi^, wWl. ft. ,U bri,^ W. Ml 

of remembrance. This plain anchorite had 
been one of those whom sorrow made too 
lonely to brave the sight of men, too timid 
to front the simple world she knew, yet val- 
iant enough to live alone with her poor 
insistent human nature and the calms and 
passions of the sea and sky. 

The birds were âying ail about the field ; 
they fluttered up out of the grass at my f eet 
as I walked along, so tame that I liked to 
think they kept some happy tradition f rom 
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siimmer to summer of the safety of nests 
and good f ellowship of mankind. Poor Jo- 
anna's hoase was gone except the stones of 
its foundations, and there was little trace of 
her flower garden except a single f aded sprig 
of much^nduring French pinks, which a 
great bee and a yellow butterfly were be- 
f riending together. I drank at the spring, 
and thonght that now and then some one 
woold f oUow me f rom the busy, hard-worked, 
and simple-thoughted countryside of the 
mainland, which lay dim and dreamlike 
in the August haze, as Joanna must hâve 
watched it many a day. There was the 
world, and hère was she with etemifcy well 
begun. In the life of each of us, I said to 
myself , there is a place remote and islanded, 
and given to endless regret or secret happi- 
ness ; we are each the unoompanioned hennit 
and recluse of an hour or a day ; we under^ 
stand our f ellows of the cell to whatever âge 
of history they may belong. 

But as I stood alone on the island, in the 
sea-breeze, suddenly there came a sound of 
distant voices ; gay voices and laughter f rom 
a pleasure-boat that was going seaward f ull 
of boys and girls. I knew, as if she had 
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told me, that poor Joanna must hâve heard 
the like on many and many a summer after- 
noon, and must hâve weloomed the good 
oheer in spite of hopelessness and winter 
weather, and ail the sorrow and dbappoint- 
ment in the world. 



XVI. 

THE QBEAT EXPEDITION. 

Mrs. Todd never by any chance gave 
warnîng over night of her great prdjects and 
adventnres by sea and land. She first came 
to an understanding with the primai forces 
of nature, and never trusted to any prelimi- 
nary promise of good weather, but exam- 
ined the day for herself in its infancy. 
Then, if the stars were propitious, and the 
wind blew from a quarter of good inherit. 
ance whence no surprises of sea-tums or 
Southwest sultriness might be f eared, long 
before I was fairly awake I used to hear a 
rustle and knocking like a great mouse in the 
walls, and an impatient tread on the steep 
garret stairs that led to Mrs. Todd's chief 
place of storage. She went and came as if 
she had already started on her expédition 
with utmost haste and kept retuming for 
something that was f orgotten. When I ap- 
peared in quest of my breakf ast, she would 
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be absenl^minded and sparing of speech, aa 
if I had displeased her, and she was now, by 
main force of principle; holding herself liack 
from altercation and strife of tongues. 

Thèse signs of {t change became familiar 
to me in the course of time, and Mrs. Todd 
hardly noticed some plain proof s of divina- 
tion one Angust moming when I said, with- 
out préface, that I had just seen the Beggs' 
best chaise go by, and that we should hâve 
to take the grocery. Mrs. Todd was alert 
in a moment. 

^^ There I I might hâve known I " she ex- 
claimed. *' It 's the 16th of August, when 
he goes and gets his money. He heired an 
ann^ly from an uncle o' his on his mother's 
side. I understood the uncle said none o' 
Sam Begg's wife's folks should make free 
with it, so after Sam 's gone it 'U allbe past 
an' spent, like last summer. That 's what 
Sam prospers on now, if you can call it pros- 
perin'. Yes, I might hâve known. 'T is 
the 15th o' August with him, an' he gener'ly 
stops to dinner with a cousin's widow on the 
way home. Feb'uary an' August is the 
times. Takes him 'bout ail day to go an' 
come." 

I heard this explanation with interest 
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The tone of Mrs. Todd's yoice was complain- 
ing at the last. 

*^ I like the grocery jast as well as the 
chaise," I hastened to say, refemng to a 
long-bodied high wagon with a canopy-top, 
like an attenuated four-posted bedstead on 
wheels, in which we sometimes joumeyed. 
^^ We can put things in behind — roots and 
flowers and raspberries, or anything yoa are 
gomg after — much better than if we had 
the chaise." 

Mrs. Todd looked stony and unwilling. 
*^ I connted npon the chaise," she said, tum- 
ing her back to me, and roughly pushing 
back ail the quiet tumblers on the cnpboard 
shelf as if they had been impertinent. 
^* Yes, I desired the chaise for once. I ain't 
goin' berryin' nor to fetch home no more 
wilted végétation this year. Season 's about 
past, except for a poor few o' late things," 
she added in a milder tone. *' l 'm goin' up 
country. No, I ain't intendin' to go berryin*. 
l 've been plottin' for it the past f ortnight 
and hopin' for a good day." 

** Would you like to hâve me go too ?" I 
asked frankly, but not without a humble 
fear that I might hâve mistaken the purposa 
of this latest plan. 
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^ Oh certain, dear I " answered my friend 
affectionately. ^'Oh no, I never thoaght 
o' any one else for comp'ny, if it 's conve- 
nient for you, long 's poor mother ain't corne. 
I ain't nothin' like so handy with a convey- 
ance as I be with a good bo't. Cornes o' my 
early bringing-up. I expect we 've got to 
make that great high wagon do. The tires 
want settin' and 't is ail loose-jointed, so I 
can hear it shaohle the other side o' the 
ridge. We '11 put the basket in front. I 
ain't goin' to hâve it bouncin' an' twirlin' 
àll the way. Why, l 've been makin' some 
nioe hearts and rounds to carry." 

Thèse were signs of high festivity, and 
my interest deepened moment by moment. 

*' l 'U go down to the Beggs' and get the 
horse just as soon as I finish my breakfast," 
said I. *^ Then we can start whenever you 
are ready." 

Mrs. Todd looked dondy again. ^*I 
don't know but you look nioe enough to go 
just as you be," she suggested doubtfuUy. 
*'*' No, you would n't want to wear that pretty 
blue dress o' youm 'way up country. 'T ain't 
dusty now, but it may be comin' home. No, 
I expect you 'd rather not wear that and the 
other hat** 
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" Oh yes. I should n't think of wearing 
thèse dothes," said I, with sudden illumina- 
tion. " Why, if we 're goîng up country 
and are likely to see some of your friends, 
l 'U put on my blue dress, and you must 
wear your watch ; I am not going at ail if 
you mean to wear the big hat." 

" Now you 're behavin' pretty," responded 
Mrs. Todd, with a gay toss of her head and 
a cheerful smile, as she came across the 
room, bringing a saucerful of wild ra«p- 
berries, a pretty pièce of salvage f rom sup- 
per-time. " I was cast down when I see you 
come to breakf ast. I did n't think 't was 
just what you'd sélect to wear to the re- 
union, where you 're goin' to meet every- 
body." 

" What reunion do you mean ?" I asked, 
not without amazement. '' Not the Bowden 
Family's? I thought that was going to 
take place in September." 

" To-day 's the day. They sent word the 
iniddle o' the week. I thought you might 
hâve heard of it. Yes, they changed the 
day. I been thinkin' we 'd talk it over, but 
^ you never can tell beforehand how it 's goin' 
■ to be, and 't ain't worth while to wear a day 
'ail out before it comes." Mrs. Todd gave 
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no place to the pleasnres of anticipation, but 
she spoke like the oracle that she was. '' I 
wish mother was hère to go," she continued 
sadly. '^ I did look for her last night, and 
I could n't keep back the tears when the 
darkreally fell and she wa'n't hère, she does 
so enjoy a great occasion. If William had 
a mite o* snap an' ambition, he 'd take the 
lead at such a time. Mother likes yariety, 
and there ain't but a few nice opportuni- 
ties 'round hère, an' them she has to miss 
'less she contriyes to get ashore to me. I 
do re'lly hâte to go to the reunion without 
mother, an' 'tis a beautiful day; every- 
body 'U be asking where she is. Once she 'd 
hâve got hère anyway. Poor mother 's be- 
ginnin' to feel her âge." 

" Why, there 's your mother now 1 " I ex- 
claimed with joy, I was so glad to see the 
dear old soûl again. ^' I hear her voice at 
the gâte." But Mrs. Todd was out of the 
door before me. 

There, sure enough, stood Mrs. Blackett, 
who must haye left Green Island before 
daylight. She had climbed the steep road 
from the waternside so eagerly that she was 
out of breath, and was standing by the gar- 
den f ence to rest. She held an old-f ashioned 
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brown wicker oap-baaket in her hand, as 
if visiting were a thing of every day, and 
looked up at us as pleased and trimnphant 
as a cliild« 

*' Oh, what a poor, plain garden I Hardly 
a flower in it except your bush o' balm ! " 
she said. '' But you do keep your garden 
neat, Almiry. Are you both well, an* goin* 
up country with me ? " She came a step or 
two closer to meet us, with quaint polite- 
ness and quite as delightful as if she were 
at home. She dropped a quiok little curtsey 
before Mrs. Todd. 

*^ There, mother, what a girl you be I I 
am so pleased ! I was just bewailin' you," 
said the daughter, with unwonted feeling. 
'^ I was just bewailin* you, I was so disap- 
pointed, an' I kep' myself awake a good 
pièce o' the night scoldin' poor William. I 
watched for the boat till I was ready to shed 
tears yisterday, and when 't was comin' 
dark I kep' making errands out to the gâte 
an' down the road to see if you wa'n't in the 
doldrums somewhere down the bay." 

^' There was a head wind, as you know," 
said Mrs. Blackett, giving me the cap-bas- 
ket, and holding my hand affectionately as 
we walked up the clean-swept path to tha 
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door. ^* I was partly ready to corne, but 
dear William said I should be ail tired out 
and might get cold, havin' to beat ail the 
way in. So we give it up, and set down and 
spent the evenin' together. It was a litde 
rough and windy outside, and I guess 't was 
better judgment ; we went to bed very early 
and made a good start just at daylight. It 's 
been a lovely momin' on the water. Wil- 
liam thought he 'd better fetch across be- 
yond Bird Bocks, rowin' the greater part 
o' the way ; then we sailed f rom there right 
over to the Landin', makin' only one tack. 
William '11 be in again for me to-morrow, so 
I can come bach hère an' rest me over night, 
an' go to meetin' to-morrow, and hâve a nice, 
good visit." 

'' She was just havin' her breakfast," said 
Mrs. Todd, who had listened eagerly to the 
long explanation without a word of disap- 
proval, while her face shone more and more 
with joy. "You just sit right down an* 
hâve a oup of tea and rest you while we 
make our préparations. Oh, I am so grati- 
fied to think you 've come ! Yes, she was 
just havin' her breakfast, and we were 
speakin' of you. Where 's William ? " 

^^ He went right baok ; he said he expeoted 
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8ome schooners in aboat noon after baît, but 
he '11 oome an' bave bis dinner with us ta- 
morrow, unleM it raing ; tben next day. I 
laid bÎB best ihings oufc ail ready," explained 
Mrs. Blackett, a little anxiously. ^'Tbis 
wind wiU .erv; him hice aU the waybome. 
Yes, I will take a cup of tea, dear, — a cup 
of tea is always good ; and tben I '11 rest a 
minute and be ail ready to start" 

**I do feel condemned for bavin' sucb 
bard tbougbts o' William," openly confessed 
Mrs. Todd. Sbe stood before us so large 
and serious tbat we botb laugbed and could 
not find it in our bearts to conviot so ruef ul 
a culprit. "He sball bave a good dinner 
to-morrow, if it can be got, and I sball be 
real glad to see William," tbe confession 
ended bandsomely, wbile Mrs. Blackett 
smiled approval and made baste to praise 
tbe tea. Tben I burried away to make sure 
of tbe grooery wagon. Wbatever migbt 
be tbe good of tbe reunion, I was going to 
bave tbe pleasure and deligbt of a day in 
Mrs. Blackett's oompany, not to speak of 
Mrs. Todd's. 

Tbe early moming breeze was still blow- 
ing, and tbe warm, sunshiny air was of 
some etbereal nortbem sort, witb a oool 
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fresbness as if it came over new-f allen snow. 
The world was fiUed with a fragrance of fir- 
balsam and the f aintest flavor of seaweed 
from the ledges, bare and brown at low tide 
in the little harbor, It was so still and so 
early that the village was but half awake. 
I could hear no yoiees but those of the 
birds, smaU and great, — the constant song 
sparrows, the clink of a yellow - hammer 
over in the woods, and the far conversation 
of some deliberate crows. I saw William 
Blackett's escaping sail already far from 
land, and Captain Littlepage was sitting 
behind his closed window as I passed by, 
watching for some one who never came. I 
tried to speak to him, but he did not see me. 
There was a patient look on the old man's 
face, as if the world were a great mistake 
and he had nobody with whom to speak his 
own language or find companionship. 



XVII. 

A COUNTBY BOAD. 

Whateyeb doubts and anxieties I may 
haye had about the inconvenience of the 
Beggs' high wagon for a person of Mrs. 
Blackett's âge and shortness, they were hap- 
pily overcome by the aid of a chair and her 
own yaliant spirit. Mrs. Todd bestowed 
great care upon seating us as if we were 
taking passage by boat, but she finally pro- 
nouneed that we were properly trimmed. 
When we had gone only a little way up the 
hill she remembered that she had left the 
house door wide open, though the large key 
was saf e in her pocket. I offered to run 
back, but my offer was met with lofty scom, 
and we lightly dismissed the matter from 
our minds, until two or three miles f urther 
on we met the doctor, and Mrs. Todd asked 
him to stop and ask her nearest neighbor 
to step over and close the door if the dust 
seemed to blow in the aftemoon. 
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^^ She '11 be there in her kitchen ; she '11 
hear you the minute you oall ; 't wont give 
you no delay," said Mrs. Todd to the doctor. 
'^ Yes, Mis' Dennett 's right there, with the 
Windows ail open. It isn't as if my fore 
door opened right on the road, anyway." 
At which proof of composure Mrs. Blackett 
smiled wisely at me. 

The doctor seemed delighted to see our 
guest; they were evidently the warmest 
friends, and I saw a look of affectionate 
confidence in their eyes. The good man 
lef t his carriage to speak to us, but as he 
took Mrs. Blackett's hand he held it a mo- 
ment, and, as if merely from force of habit, 
f elt her puise as they talked ; then to my 
delight he gave the firm old wrist a com- 
mending pat. 

" You 're wearing well : good for another 
ten years at this rate," he assured her cheer- 
f ully, and she smiled back. '^ I like to keep 
a strict account of my old stand-bys," and he 
tumed to me. " Don't you let Mrs. Todd 
overdo to-day, — old folks like her are apt to 
be thoughtless ; " and then we ail laughed, 
and, parting, went our ways gayly. 

"I suppose he puts up with your rivalry 
the same as ever?" asked Mrs. Blackett. 
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^ You and he are as friendly as ever, I see, 
Almiry," and Almira sagely nodded. 

^' He 's got too many long routes now to 
stop to 'tend to ail his door patients," she 
said, '^especially them that takes pleasure 
in talkin' themselves over. The doctor and 
me hâve got to be kind of partners; he's 
gone a good deal, far an' wide. Looked 
tired, did n't he? I shall hâve to advise 
with him an' get him off for a good rest. 
He '11 take the big boat f rom Bockland an' 
go off np to Boston an' mouse round among 
the other dootors, onoe in two or three years, 
and corne home fresh as a boy. I guess 
they think consider'ble of him up there." 
Mrs. Todd shook the reins and reached 
determinedly for the whip, as if she were 
compelling public opinion. 

Whatever energy and spirit the white horse 
had to begin with were soon exhausted by 
the steep hills and his discemment of a long 
expédition ahead. We toiled slowly along. 
Mrs. Blackett and I sat together, and Mrs. 
Todd sat alone in front with much majesty 
and the large basket of provisions. Fa^ 
of the way the road was shaded by thick 
woods, but we also passed one farmhouse 
after another on the high uplands, which 
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we ail three regarded with deep interest, the 
house itself and the bams and garden-spota 
and poultry ail baving to snfiPer an inspec- 
tion of tbe sbrewdest sort. Tbis was a bigb- 
way quite new to me ; in f aot, most of my 
joumeys witb Mrs. Todd bad been made 
af oot and between tbe roads, in open pasture- 
lands. My friends stopped several times 
for brief dooryard visits, and made so many 
promises of stopping again on tbe way bome 
tbat I began to wonder bow long tbe ex- 
pédition would last. I bad often notioed 
bow warmly Mrs. Todd was greeted by ber 
friends, but it was bardly to be oompared 
to tbe feeling now sbown toward Mrs. 
Blackett. A look of deligbt came to tbe 
faces of tbose wbo recognized tbe plain, dear 
old figure beside me; one reyelation after 
anotber was made of tbe constant interest 
and intercourse tbat bad linked tbe far 
island and tbese scattered f arms into a golden 
cbain of love and dependence. 

^^ Now, we must n't stop again if we can 
belp it," insisted Mrs. Todd at last. '' You 'U 
get tired, motber, and you 'U tbink tbe less o' 
reunions. We can visit along bere any day. 
Tbere, if tbey ain't frying dougbnuts in 
tbis next bouse, too ! Tbese are new folks, 
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you know, from over St. George way ; they 
took this old Talcot farm last year. 'T is 
the best water on the road, and the check- 
reîn 's corne undone — yes, we 'd best delay a 
little and water the horse." 

We stopped, and seeing a party of pleas- 
ure-seekers in holiday attire, the thin, anx- 
ious mistress of the f armhouse came ont with 
wistf ul sympathy to hear what news we might 
hâve to give. Mrs. Blackett first spied her 
at the half-closed door, and asked with such 
cheerf al directness if we were trespassing 
that, after a f ew words, she went back to 
her kitehen and reappeared with a platef ul 
of doughnuts. 

'^ Entertainment for man and beast," an- 
nouneed Mrs. Todd with satisfaction. ^^ Why, 
we Ve perceived there was new doughnuts 
ail along the road, but you 're the first that 
has treated us." 

Our new acquaintance flushed with pleas- 
nre, but said nothing. 

^ They 're very nice ; you 've had good 
luck with 'em," pronounced Mrs. Todd. 
" Yes, we 've observed there was doughnuts 
ail the way along ; if one house is frying ail 
the rest is ; 't is so with a great many things." 

^^ I don't suppose likely you 're goin' up to 
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the Bowden reunion ? " asked the hostess as 
the white horse lif ted bis Iiead and we were 
saying good-by. 

*' Wby, yes," said Mrs. Blackett and Mrs. 
Todd and I, ail togetber. 

*' I am connected witb the family. Yes, 
I expect to be tbere this aftemoon. l 've 
been lookin' forward to it," sbe told ns 
eagerly. 

'* We sball see yon there. Corne and sit 
witb us if it 's eonvenient," said dear Mrs. 
Blackett, and we drove away. 

*' I wonder wbo sbe was before sbe was 
married ? " said Mrs. Todd, wbo was usually 
unerring in matters of genealogy. '* Sbe 
must bave been one of tbat remote brancb 
tbat lived down beyond Tbomaston. We oan 
find out tbis aftemoon. I expect tbat tbe 
f amilies 'U marcb togetber, or be sorted out 
some way. l 'm willing to own a relation 
tbat bas sncb proper ideas of dougbnuts." 

*' I seem to see tbe family looks," said 
Mrs. Blackett. **I wisb we'd asked ber 
name. Sbe ^s a stranger, and I want to belp 
make it pleasant for ail sucb." 

**Sbe resembles Cousin Pa'lina Bowden 
about tbe forebead," said Mrs. Todd witb 
décision. 
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We had just passed a pièce of woodland 
that shaded the road, and corne out to some 
open fields beyond, when Mrs. Todd sud- 
denly reined in the horse as if somebody had 
stood on the roadsîde and stopped her. She 
even gave that quick reassuring nod of her 
head which was usually made to answer for 
a bow, but I discovered that she was looking 
eagerly at a tall ash-tree that grew jiist inside 
the field fence. 

*^ I thought 't was goin' to do well," she 
said complacently as we went on again. 
*' Last time I was up this way that tree was 
khd ol dx<«pfag Jd dhco^. g™™ 
trees act that way sometimes, same 's folks ; 
then they '11 put right to it and strike their 
roots off into new ground and start ail over 
again with real good courage. Ash-trees is 
yery likely to hâve poor spells ; they ain't 
got the resolution of other trees." 

I listened hopef ully for more ; it was this 
peculiar ¥risdom that made one value Mrs. 
Todd's pleasant company. 

'^ There 's sometimes a good hearty tree 
growin' right out of the bare rock, out o' 
some crack that just holds the roots ; " she 
went on to say, " right on the pitch o' one o' 
them bare stony hills where you can't seem 



A CO UNTR r ROAD. 161 

to see a wheel-barrowful o' good earih in a 
place, but that tree '11 keep a green top in the 
driest summer. Yon lay jour ear down to 
the ground an' you'll hear a little stream 
runnin'. Every such tree bas got its own 
livin' spring; there's folks made to match 
em. 

I could not help tuming to look at Mrs. 
Blackett, close beside me. Her hands were 
clasped placidly in their thin black woolen 
gloves, and she was looking at the flowery 
wayside as we went slowly along, with a 
pleased, expectant smile. I do not think she 
had heard a word about the trees. 

*^ I just saw a nice plant o' elecampane 
growin' back there," she said presently to 
her daughter. 

^*I haven't got my mind on herbs to- 
day," responded Mrs. Todd, in the most 
matter-of-fact way. *^I'm bent on seeing 
folks," and she shook the reins again. 

I for one had no wish to hurry, it was so 
pleasant in the shady roads. The woods 
stood close to the road on the right ; on the 
lef t were narrow fields and pastnres where 
there were as many acres of spruces and 
pines as there were acres of bay and Juniper 
and huokleberry, with a little turf between. 



152 COUNTRT OF THE POINTED FIM8. 

When I thought we were in the heart of 
the inland country, we reached the top of 
a hill, and suddenly there lay spread ont 
before us a wonderf ul great view of well- 
cleared fields that swept down to the wide 
water of a bay. Beyond this were distant 
shores like another ^try in the midday 
haze which half hid the hills beyond, and the 
f ar-away pale blue mountains on the north* 
em horiJon. There was a schooner with 
ail sails set eoming down the bay from a 
white village that was sprinkled on the shore, 
and there were many saQboats flitting about 
It was a noble landscape, and my eyes^ 
which had grown used to the narrow inspeo^ 
tion of a shaded roadside, could hardly take 
it in. 

« Why, it 's the upper bay," said Mrs. 
Todd. "You can see 'way over into the 
town of Fessenden. Those farms 'way over 
there are ail in Fessenden. Mother used to 
hâve a sister that lived up that shore. If 
we started as early 's we could on a summer 
momin', we could n't get to her place from 
Green Island till late aftemoon, even with 
a f air, steady breeze, and you had to strike 
the time just right so as to fetch up 'long o* 
the tide and land near the flood. 'Twaa 
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ticklish business, an' we did n*t visit baok 
an' forth as much as mother desired. You 
bave to go 'way down the oo'st to Cold 
Spring Ligbt an' round tbat long point, ~- 
up hère 's what tbey call the Back Shore." 

^' No, we were 'most always separated, my 
dear sister and me, after the first year she 
was married," said Mrs. Blackett. **We 
had our little families an' plenty o' cares. 
We were always lookin' f orward to the time 
we could see each other more. Now and 
then she 'd get out to the island for a f ew 
days while her husband 'd go fishin' ; and 
once he stopped with her an' two children, 
and made him some flakes right there and 
cured ail bis fish for winter. We did bave 
a beautiful time together, sister an' me ; she 
used to look back to it long 's she lived." 

^* I do love to look over there where she 
used to live," Mrs. Blackett went on as we 
began to go down the hill. ** It seems as if 
she must still be there, though she 's long 
been gone. She loved their f arm, — she 
did n't see how I got so used to our island ; 
but somehow I was always happy from the 
first." 

** Yes, it 's very duU to me up among 
ihose slow farms," declared Mrs. Todd. 
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^^ The snow troubles 'em in winter. They 're 
ail besieged by winter, as you may say ; 't is 
far better by the shore than up among such 
places. I never thought I should like to 
live up country.*' 

^^ Why, just see the oarriages ahead of us 
on the next rise I " exolaimed Mrs. Blackett. 
^ There 's going to be a great gathering, 
don't you believe there is, Almiry ? It has n't 
seemed up to now as if anybody was going 
but us. An' 't is such a beautiful day, with 
yesterday cool and pleasant to work an' get 
ready, I should n't wonder if everybody 
was there, even the slow ones like Phebe 
Ann Brock." 

Mrs. Blackett's eyes were bright with 
excitement, and even Mrs. Todd showed 
remarkable enthusiasm. She hurried the 
horse and caught up with the holiday-makers 
ahead. ^^ There 's ail the Dep'f ords goin', 
six in the wagon," she told us joyfully ; ^^ an' 
Mis' Alva Tilley's folks are now risin' the 
hill in their new carryall." 

Mrs. Blackett pulled at the neat bow of 
her black bonnet -strings, and tied them 
again with careful précision. ^^I believe 
your bonnet 's on a little bit sideways, dear," 
she advised Mrs. Todd as if she were a 
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child ; but Mrs. Todd was toc much occu- 
pied to pay proper heed. We began to f eel 
a new sensé of gayety and of taking part 
in the great occasion as we joined the little 
train. 



\ 



xvm. 

THE BOWDEN REUNION. 

It is very rare in country lif e, where high 
days and holidays are f ew, that any occasion 
of gênerai interest proves to be less than 
great. Suoh is the hidden fire of enthosi- 
asm in the New England nature that, once 
given an outlet, it shines f orth with ahnost 
Yolcanic light and heat. In quiet neighbor- 
hoods such inward force dœs not waste itself 
npon those petty excitements of every day 
that belong to cities, but when, at long inteiv 
vais, the altars to patriotism, to friendship, 
to the ties of kindred, are reared in our 
f amiliar fields, then the fires glow, the fiâmes 
corne up as if from the inexhaustible bum- 
ing heart of the earth; the primai fires 
break through the granité dust in which our 
soûls are set. Each heart is warm and every 
iagie shines with the ancient light. Such a 
day as this has transfiguring powers, and 
easily makes friends of those who hâve been 
oold-hearted, and gives to those who are 
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dumb tbeir chance to speak, and lends some 
beauty to the plainest face. 

^^ Oh, I expect I shall meet friends to- 

t day that I hâve n't seen in a long while,*' 

, said Mrs. Blackett with deep satisfaction. 

^^ 'T will bring out a good many of the old 

folks, 't is such a lovely day. I 'm always 

glad not to bave them disappointed." 

^^I guess likely the best of 'em '11 be 
there," answered Mrs. Todd with gentle 
hamor, stealins: a srlance at me. ^^ There 's 
one tÙng oerllin : there 's nothing takes in 
thîs whole neighborhood like anythbg re- 
lated to the Bowdens. Yes, I do f eel that 
when you oall upon the Bowdens you may 
expect most f amilies to rise up between the 
Landing and the far end of the Baok Cove. 
Those that are n't kin by blood are kin by 
marriage." 

'^ There used to be an old story goin* 
about when I was a girl," said Mrs. Blackett, 
with much amusement. ^^ There was a great 
many more Bowdens then than there are 
now, and the folks was ail setting in meeting 
a dreadf ul hot Sunday af temoon, and a scat- 
ter-witted little bound girl came running to 
the meetin'-house door ail out o' breath f rom 
somewheres in the neighborhood. ^Mia' 
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Bowden, Mis* Bowden I ' says she. ^ Your 
baby 's in a fit ! ' They used to tell that the 
whole congrégation was up on its feet in a 
minute and right out into the aisles. AU 
the Mis' Bowdens was setting right out for 
home ; the minister stood there in the pulpit ' 
trying' to keep sober, an' ail at once he burst 
right out laughin'. He was a veiy nice man, 
they said, and he said he 'd better give 'em 
the bénédiction, and they could hear the ser- 
mon next Sunday, so he kept it over. My 
mother was there, and she thought certain 
't was me." 

^^ None of our f amily was ever subject to 
fits," interrupted Mrs. Todd severely. " No, 
we never had fits, none of us, and 't was 
lucky we did n't 'way out there to Green 
Island. Now thèse folks right in front: 
dear sakes knows the bimches o' soothing 
catnip an' yarrow I 've had to favor old 
Mis' Evins with dryiu' 1 You can see it 
right in their expressions, ail them Evins 
folks. There, just you look up to the cross- 
roads, mother," she suddenly exclaimed. 
^^ See ail the teams ahead of us. And oh, 
look down on the bay ; yes, look down on 
the bayl See what a sight o' boats, ail 
headin' for the Bowden place cove l '^ 
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^^ Oh, ain't it beautiful ! " said Mrs. Black- 
ett, with ail the deligbt of a girl. She stood 
up in the high wagon to see everything, and 
when she sat down again she took fast hold 
of my hand. 

'^ Had n't you better urge the horse a little, 
Almiiy ? " she asked. ^^ He 's had it easy 
as we came along, and he can rest when we 
get there. The others are some little ways 
ahead, and I don't want to lose a minute." 

We watched the boats drop their sails one 
by one in the cove as we drove along the 
high land. The old Bowden house stood, 
low-storied and broad-roofed, in its green 
fields as if it were a motherly brown hen 
waiting for the flock that camé straying 
toward it from every direction. The first 
Bowden settler had made bis home there, 
and it was still the Bowden f arm ; five gén- 
érations of sailors and farmers and soldiers 
had been its children. And presently Mrs. 
Blackett showed me the stone-walled bury- 
ing-ground that stood like a little fort on a 
knoll overlooking the bay, but, as she said, 
there were plenty of scattered Bowdens wlio 
were not laid there, — some lost at sea, and 
some out West, and some who died in the 
war ; most of the home graves were those of 
women. 
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We could see now that there were différ- 
ent footpaths from along shore and across 
country. In ail thèse there were straggling 
processions walking in single file, like old 
illustrations of the Pilgrim*s Progress. There 
was a crowd about the house as if huge bées 
were 8warmmg in the lilao bushes. Beyond 
the fields and cove a higher point of land 
ran out into the bay, covered with woods 
which must hâve kept away much of the 
northwest wind in winter. Now there was a 
pleasant look of shade and shelter there for 
the great f amily meeting. 

We hurrîed on our way, beginning to feel 
as if we were very late, and it was a great 
satisfaction at last to tum out of the stony 
highroad into a green lane shaded with old 
apple-trees. Mrs. Todd encouraged the 
horse until he fairly pranced with gayety 
as we drove round to the front of the house 
on the soft turf. There was an instant cry 
of rejoicing, and two or three persons ran 
toward us from the busy group. 

" Why, dear Mis' Blackett ! — hère 's Mis' 
Blackett ! " I heard them say, as if it were 
pleasure enough for one day to hâve a sight 
of her. Mrs. Todd tumed to me with a 
lovely look of triumph and self-f orgetf ulnesa 
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An elderly man who wore the look of a proB- 
perous searcaptain put up both arma and 
lifted Mrs. Blackett down from the high 
wagon like a child, and kîssed her wîth 
hearty affection. ^^ I was master afraid she 
would n't be hère," he said, looking at Mrs. 
Todd with a face like a happy sunbumt 
schoolboy, while everybody crowded round 
to give their welcome. 

^^ Mother 's always the queen/' said Mrs. 
Todd. ^^ Yes, they 11 ail make everything 
of mother ; she '11 hâve a lovely time to-day. 
I would n't hâve had her miss it, and there 
won't be a thing she '11 ever regret, except 
to moum because William wa'n't hère." 

Mrs. Blackett having been properly es- 
corted to the house, Mrs. Todd received her 
own full share of honor, and some of the 
men, with a simple kindness that was the 
soûl of chivalry, waited upon us and our 
baskets and led away the white horse. I 
already knew some of Mrs. Todd's friends 
and kindred, and felt like an adopted Bow- 
den in this happy moment. It seemed to 
be enough for any one to hâve arrived by 
the same conveyance as Mrs. Blackett, who 
presently had her court inside the house, 
while Mrs. Todd, large, hospitable, and pre- 
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eminent, was the centre of a rapidly increas* 
ing crowd about the lilac bushes. Small 
companies were continnally comîng up the 
long green slope from the water, and nearly 
ail the beats had corne to shore. I counted 
three or four that were baffled by the light 
breeze, but before long ail the Bowdens, 
small and great, seemed to hâve assembled, 
and we started to go up to the grove across 
the field. 

Out of the chattering crowd of noisy chil- 
dren, and large-waîsted women whose best 
black dresses f ell straîght to the ground in 
generous f olds, and sunbumt men who looked 
as serious as if it were town-meeting day, 
there suddenly came silence and order. I 
saw the straight, soldierly little figure of a 
man who bore a fine resemblance to Mrs. 
Blackett, and who appeared to marshal us 
with perf cet ease. He was imperative enough, 
but with a grand military sort of courtesy, 
and bore himself with solemn dignity of im- 
portance. We were sorted out according to 
some clear design of his own, and stood as 
speechless as a troop to await his orders. 
Even the children were ready to march 
together, a pretty fiock, and at the last mo- 
ment Mrs. Blackett and a few distinguished 
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companions, the ministers and those who 
were very old, came out of the house together 
and took their places. We ranked by fours, 
and even then we made a long procession. 

There was a wide path mowed for us 
across the field, and, as we moved along, the 
birds flew up out of the thick second crop 
of dover, and the bées hummed as if it stiU 
were June. . There was a flashing of white 
gulls over the water where the fleet of boats 
rode the low waves together in the cove, 
Bwaying their smaU masts a« if they kept 
time to our steps. The plash of the water 
could be heard f aintly, yet stiU be heard ; 
we might hâve been a company of ancient 
Greeks going to celebrate a yictory, or to 
worship the 20A, of harvests in the cn^ove 
.W.' It ™ «Tanguy mo^g to J^a» 
and to make part of it. The sky, the sea, 
hâve watched poor humanity at its rites so 
long ; we were no more a New England fam- 
ily celebrating its own existence and simple 
progress ; we carried the tokens and inher- 
itance of ail such households from which 
this had descended, and were only the latest 
of our Une. We possessed the instincts of 
a f ar, forgotten childhood; I found myself 
thinldng that we ought to be carrying green 
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.^ branches and singing as we went. So we 
came to the thick shaded grove still silent, 
and were set in our places by the straîght 
trees that swayed together and let sonshine 
through hère and there like a single golden 
leaf that flickered down, vanishing in the 
cool shade. 

The grove was so large that the great 
f amily looked far smaller than it had in the 
open field ; there was a thick growth of dark 
pines and firs with an occasional maple or 
oak that gave a gleam of color like a bright 
window in the great roof. On three sides 
we could see the water, shining behind the 
tree-trunks, and feel the cool sait breeze 
that began to corne up wiih the tide just as 
the day reaohed its highest point of beat. 
We could see the green sunlit field we had 
just crossed as if we looked out at it from 
a dark room, and the old house and its lilacs 
standing plaoidly in the sun, and the great 
baxn wi?h a stocLe of carnages from w^h 
two or three care-taking men who had lin- 
gered were coming across the field together. 
Mrs. Todd had taken off her warm gloves 
and looked the picture of content. 

" There ! " she exclaimed. " I Ve always 
meant to hâve you see this place, but I never 
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looked for sach a beautîful opportunity — 
weather an' occasion both made to match. 
Yes, it suits me : I don't ask no more. I 
want to know if yoa saw mother walkin' at 
tbe headi It choked me right up to see 
mother at the head, walkin' with the minis- 
ters," and Mrs. Todd tumed away to hide 
the f eelings she could not instantly control. 

^^ Who was the marshal ?" I hastened to 
ask. *'*' Was he an old soldier? " 

" Don't he do well ? " answered Mrs. Todd 
with satisfaction. 

^' He don't often hâve suoh a chance to 
show off his gifts," said Mrs. Caplin, a 
f riend f rom the Landing who had joined os. 
^^ That 's Sant Bowden ; he always takes the 
lead, such days. Good for nothing else most 
o' his time ; trouble is, he " — 

I tumed with interest to bear the worst. 
Mrs. Caplin's tone was both zealous and im- 
pressive. 

^^ Stim'lates," she explained scornfuUy. 

'^ No, Santin never was in the war," said 
Mrs. Todd with lofty indifférence. ^^It was 
a cause of real distress to him. He kep' en- 
listin', and traveled far an' wide about hère, 
an' even took the bo't and went to Boston 
to Yolunteer ; but he ain't a Sound man, an' 
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they would n't bave him. They say he knows 
ail their tactics, an' can tell ail about the 
battle o' Waterloo well 's he can Bunker 
Hill. I told him once the country 'd lost a 
great gênerai, an' I meant it, too." 

'' I expect you 're near right," said Mrs. 
Caplin, a little crestf allen and apologetic. 

"I be rîght," insîsted Mrs. Todd wîth 
muoh amiabilîty. ^^ 'T was most too bad to 
cramp him down to his peacef ul trade, but 
he 's a most excellent shoemaker at his best, 
an' he always says it 's a trade that gives 
him time to think an' plan his manœuvres.. 
Over to the Port they always invite him to 
march Décoration Day, same as the rest, 
an' he does look noble ; he cornes of soldier 
stock." 

I had been noticing with great interest 
the curiously French type of face which 
prevailed in this rustic company. I had 
said to myself bef ore that Mrs. Blackett was 
plainly of French descent, in both her ap- 
pearance and her charming gifts, but this is 
not surprising when one has leamed how 
large a proportion of the early settlers on 
this northem coast of New England were of 
Huguenot blood, and that it is the Norman 
Englishman, not the Saxon, who goes adven« 
turing to a new world. 
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^^They used to say in old times/' saîd 
Mrs. Todd modestly, ^' that our f amily came 
of very high folks in France, and one of 'em 
was a great gênerai in some o' the old wars. 
I sometimes think that Santin's ability has 
corne 'way down from then. 'T ain't nothin' 
he 's ever acquired ; 't was born in him. I 
don't know 's he ever saw a fine parade, or 
met with those that studied up such things. 
He 's figured it ail ont an' got his papers 
so he knows how to aim a cannon right 
for William's fish-house five miles ont on 
Green Island, or up there on Bumt Island 
where the signal is. He had it ail over 
to me one day, an* I tried hard to appear 
interested. His life 's ail in it, but he will 
hâve those poor gloomy spells come over 
him now an' then, an' then he has to drink." 

Mrs. Caplin gave a heavy sigh. 

^^ There 's a great many such strayaway 
folks, just as there is plants," continued Mrs. 
Todd, who was nothing if not botanical. ^^ I 
know of just one sprig of laurel that grows 
over back hère in a wild spot, an' I never 
could hear of no other on this coast. I had 
a large bimch brought me once from Massa- 
chusetts way, so I know it. This pièce grows 
in an open spot where you 'd think 't would 
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do well, but ît 's sort o' poor-lookin'. I Ve 
visited it time an' agaîn, just to notice its 
poor blooms. 'T is a real Sant Bowden, out 
of its own place." 

Mrs. Caplin looked bewildered and 
blank. '' Well, ail I know is, last year he 
worked out some kind of a plan so 's to 
parade the county conférence in platoons, 
and got 'em ail flustered up tryin' to sensé 
his ideas of a hoUer square," she burstforth, 
^^ They was hoUer enough anyway af ter 
ridin' Vay down from up country into the 
sait air, and they 'd been treated to a sermon 
on f aith an' works &om old Fayther Harlow 
that never knows when to cease. 'T wa'n't 
no time for tactics then, — they wa'n't 
a-thinkin' of the church military. Sant, he 
could n't do nothin' with 'em. AU he thinks 
of, when he sees a crowd, is how to march 
'em. 'T is ail very well when he don't 
'tempt too much. He never did act like 
other folks." 

^^Ain't I just been maintainin' that he 
ain't like 'em ? " urged Mrs. Todd decidedly. 
^^ Strange folks has got to hâve strange ways, 
for what I see." 

" Somebody observed once that you could 
pick out the likeness of 'most every sort of 
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a foreigner when you looked about you in 
ouT parish/' said Sister Caplin, her face 
brightening with sudden illumination. ^^ I 
did n't see the bearin' of it then quite so 
plain. I always did think Mari' Harris 
resembled a Chinée." 

^^Mari' Harris was pretty as a child, I 
remember," said the pleasant voice of Mrs. 
Blackett, who, after receiving the affection- 
ate greetings of nearly the whole company, 
came to join us, — to see, as she insisted, 
ihat we were out of mischief . 

^^ Tes, Mari' was one o' them pretiy little 
lambs that make dreadful homely old sheep," 
replied Mrs. Todd with energy. "Cap'n 
Littlepage never 'd look so disconsolate if 
she was any sort of a proper person to direct 
things. She might divert him ; yes, she 
might divert the old gentleman, an' let him 
think he had his own way, 'stead o' argu- 
ing everything down to the bare bone. 
'T would n't hurt her to sit down an' hear 
his great stories once in a while." 

** The stories are very interesting," I ven- 
tured to say. 

^^ Yes, you always catch yourself arthinkin' 
what if they was ail true, and he had the 
right of it," answered Mrs. Todd. ^^ He 's a 
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good sight better company, though dreamy, 
tlian such sordid creatur's as Mari' Har- 
ns. 

^'Live and let live," said dear old Mrs. 
Blackett gently. ^^ I bave n't seen the cap- 
tain for a good while, now tliat I ain't so 
constant to meetin','' aie added wistfully. 
" We always hâve known each other." 

«^ Why, if it is a good pleasant day to- 
morrow, l 'U get William to call an' invite 
the capt'in to dinner. William 'U be in 
early so 's to pass up the street without 
meetin' anybody." 

'^ There, they 're callin' out it 's time to 
set the tables," said Mrs. Caplin, with greafe 
excitement. 

'^ Hère 's Cousin Sarah Jane Blackett I 
Well, I am pleased, certain ! " exdaimed 
Mrs. Todd, with unafiEected delight ; and 
thèse kindred spirits met and parted with 
the promise of a good talk later on. After 
this there was no more time for conversa- 
tion until we were seated in order at the 
long tables. 

'^ l 'm one that always dreads seeing some 
o' the folks that I don't like, at such a time 
as this," announced Mrs. Todd privately to 
me after a season of reflection. We were 
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just waiting for the f east to begin. ^^ You 
would n't think suoh a great creatur' 's I 
be could feel ail over pins an' needles. I 
remember, the day I promised to Nathan, 
how it corne over me, just 's I was feelin' 
happy 's I could, that l 'd got to hâve an 
own cousin o' his for my near relation ail 
the rest o' my life, an' it seemed as if die I 
should. Poor Nathan saw somethîn' had 
crossed me, — he had very nice feelings, — 
and when he asked me what 't was, I told 
him. ' I never could lîke her myself ,' said 
he. ^You sha'n't be bothered, dear,' he 
says ; an' 't was one o' the things that made 
me set a good deal by Nathan, he didn'tp 
make a habit of always opposin', like some 
men. ^ Yes,' says I, ^ but think o' Thanks- 
givin' times an' f unerals ; she 's our relation, 
an' we've got to own her.' Young folks 
don't think o' those things. There she goes 
now, do let 's pray her by ! " said Mrs. Todd, 
with an alarming transition from gênerai 
opinions to particular animosities. ^' I hâte 
her just the same as I always did; but 
she 's got on a real pretty dress. I do try 
to remember that she 's Nathan's cousin. 
Oh dear, well ; she 's gone by after aU, an' 
ain't seen me. I expected she 'd come 



172 COUNTRY OF THE POINTED FIR8. 

pleasantin' round jost to show ofiE an' say 
afterwards she was acqnainted." 

This was so différent from Mrs. Todd'K 
usual largeness of mind that I had a mo. 
ment's uneasiness ; but the doud passed 
quickly over her spirit, and was gone with 
the offender. 

There never was a more gênerons out-of- 
door feast along the coast than the Bowden 
family set forth that day. To call it a pic- 
nie would make it seem trivial The gLt 
tables were edged with pretiy oak-leaf trim- 
ming, which the boys and girls made. We 
brought flowers from the f ence-thickets of 
the great field ; and ont of the disorder of 
flowers and provisions suddenly appeared 
as orderly a scheme for the feast as the mar- 
shal had shaped for the procession. I began 
to respect the Bowdens for their inheritance 
of good taste and shill and a certain pleasing 
gift of f ormality. Something made them do 
ail thèse things in a flner way than most 
country people wonld hâve donc them. As 
I looked up and down the tables there was 
a good cheer, a grave sobemess that shone 
with pleasure, a humble dignity of bearing. 
There were some who should hâve sat below 



THE BOWDEN REUNION. 173 

the sait for lack of this good breeding ; but 
they were not many. So, I said to myself , 
their anoestors may hâve sat in the great 
hall of some old French house in the Middle 
Ages, when battles and sièges and procès* 
sions and f easts were f amiliar things. The 
ministers and Mrs. Blackett, with a few of 
their rank and âge, were put in places of 
honor, and for once that I looked any other 
way I looked twice at Mrs. Blackett's face, 
serene and mindful of privilège and respon- 
sibilify, the mistress by simple fitness of this 
great day. 

Mrs. Todd looked up at the roof of green 
trees, and then carefully surveyed the Com- 
pany. ^^I see 'em better now they're ail 
settin' down," she said with satisfaction. 
^^ There 's old Mr. Oilbraith and his sister. 
I wish they were settin' with us; they're 
not among folks they oan parley with, an' 
they look disappointed." 

As the feast went on, the spirits of my 
oompanion steadily rose. The excitement of 
an unexpectedly great occasion was a subtle 
stimulant to her disposition, and I could see 
that sometimes when Mrs. Todd had seemed 
limited and heavily domestic, she had simply 
grown sluggish for lack of proper surround- 
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ings. She was not so mnch reminisoent 
now as expectant, and as alert and gay as a 
girl. We who were her neighbors were f uU 
of gayety, which was but the reflected light 
from her beaming countenance. It was not 
the first time that I was f uU of wonder at 
the waste of human ability in this world, 
as a botanist wonders at the wastefidness 
of nature, the thousand seeds that die, the 
unused provision of every sort. The réserve 
force of Society grows more and more amaz- 
ing to one's thought. More than one face 
among the Bowdens showed that only op- 
portunity and stimulus were lacking, — a 
narrow set of circumstances had caged a fine 
able character and held it captive. One sees 
exactly the same types in a country gather- 
ing as in the most brilliant city company. 
You are saf e to be understood if the spirit 
of your speech is the same for one neighbor 
as for the other. 
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The feast was a noble feast, as has al- 
ready been said. There was an élégant in- 
genuity displayed in the f orm of pies which 
delighted my heart. Once acknowledge that 
an American pie is far to be pref erred to its 
humble ancestor, the English tart, and it is 
joyful to be reassured at a Bowden reunion 
that invention has not yet failed. Beside 
a delightful variety of material, the décora- 
tions went beyond ail my former expérience ; 
dates and names were wrought in lines of 
pastry and frosting on the tops. There was 
even more elaborate reading matter on an 
excellent early-apple pie which we began to 
share and eat, precept upon precept. Mrs. 
Todd helped me generously to the whole 
Word Bowden^ and consumed Réunion her. 
self, save an undecipherable fragment ; but 
the most renowned essay in cookery on the 
tables was a model of the old Bowden house 
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made of durable gingerbread, with ail the 
Windows and doors in the right plaises, and 
sprigs of genuine lilac set at the front. It 
must hâve been baked in sections, in one of 
the last of the great brick ovens, and fas- 
tened together on the moming of the day. 
There was a gênerai sigh when this fell into 
ruin at the feast's end, and it was shared 
by a great part of the assembly, not with- 
out seriousness, and as if it were a pledge 
and token of loyalty. I met the maker of 
the gingerbread house, which had called 
«p Uvely remembraiices of a childish Btory. 
She had the gleaming eye of an enthusiast 
and a look of high ideals. 

'^ I could just as well hâve made it ail of 
frosted cake," she said, ^^but 't would n't 
hâve been the right shade ; the old house, as 
you observe, was never painted, and I con- 
cluded that plain gingerbread would repre- 
sent it best. It was n't ail I expected it 
would be," she said sadly, as many an artist 
had said bef ore her of his work. 

There were speeches by the ministers ; and 
there proved to be a historian among the 
Bowdens, who gave some fine anecdotes of 
the family history; and then appeared a 
poetess, whom Mrs. Todd regarded with 
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wistful compassion and indulgence, and 
when the long f aded garland of verses came 
to an api)ealing end, she tumed to me with 
words of praise. 

^^ Sounded pretty," said the gênerons lis- 
tener. ^^ Tes, I thought she did very well. 
We went to school together, an' Mary Anna 
had a very hard time; trouble was, her 
mother thought she 'd given birth to a 
genius, an' Mary Anna 's corne to believe it 
herself . There, I don't know what we should 
hâve donc without her; there ain't nobody 
else that can write poetry between hère and 
'way up towards Bockland ; it adds a great 
deal at such a time. When she speaks o' 
those that are gone, she f eels it ail, and so 
does everybody else, but she harps too much. 
l 'd laid half of that away for next time, if I 
was Mary Anna. There comes mother to 
speak to her, an' old Mr. Grilbraith's sister ; 
now she 'U be heartened right up. Mother '11 
say just the right thing." 

The leave - takings were as affecting as 
the meetings of thèse old friends had been. 
There were enough young persons at the 
reunion, but it is the old who really value 
such opportunities ; as for the young, it is 
the habit of every day to meet their comrades, 
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— the time of séparation bas not corne. To 
see the joy with which thèse elder kinsfolk 
and aoquaintances had looked in one au- 
other's faces, and the lingering touch of their 
friendly hands; to see thèse affectionate 
meetings and then the reluotant partings, 
gave one a new idea of the isolation in which 
it was possible to live in that after ail thinly 
settled région. They did not expect to see 
one another again very soon ; the steady, 
hard work on the farms, the difficulty of 
gettdng from place to place, especially in 
winter when boats were laid up, gave double , 
value to any occasion which could bring a 
large number of familles together. Even 
funerals in this country of the pointed fira 
were not without their social advantages and 
satisfactions. I heard the words ^' next sum- 
mer " repeated many times, though summer 
was still ours and ail the leaves were green. 
The boats began to put ont from shore, 
and the wagons to drive away. Mrs. Black- 
ett took me into the old house when we came 
back from the grove: it was her father's 
birthplace and early home, and she had 
spent much of her own childhood there with 
her grandmother. She spoke of those days as 
if they had but lately passed ; in f act, I oould 
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imagine that the house looked almost exactly 
the same to her. I oould see the brown 
raf ters of the unfinished roof as I looked up 
the steep staircase, thoueh the best room 
was as lldsome wlth its good wainsooting 
and touch of omament on ttTcomice « 4 
old room of its day in a town. 

Some of the guests who came f rom a dis- 
tance were still sitting in the best room 
when we went in to take leave of the mas- 
ter and mistress of the house. We ail said 
eagerly what a pleasant day it had been, and 
how swiftly the time had passed. Perhaps 
it is the great national anniversaries which 
our comitry has lately kept, and the soldiers' 
meetings that take place everywhere, which 
hâve made réunions of every sort the f ashion. 
This one, at least, had been very interesting. 
I f ancied that old f euds had been overlooked, 
and the old saying that blood is thicker than 
water had again proved itself true, though 
from the variety of names one argued a cer- 
tain adultération of the Bowden traits and 
belôngings. Clannishness is an instinct of 
the heart, — it is more than a birthright, oi 
a custom ; and lesser rights were forgotten 
in the claim to a common inheritance. 

We were among the very last to retum 
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to our proper lives and lodgings. I came 
near to feeling like a true Bowden, and 
parted f rom certain new f riends as if they 
were old f riends; we were rich with the 
treasure of a new remembrance. 

At last we were in the high wagon again ; 
the old white horse had been well f ed in the 
Bowden bam, and we drove away and soon 
began to climb the long hill toward the 
wooded ridge. The road was new to me, as 
roads always are, going back. Most of our 
companions had been f uU of anzious thoughts 
of home, — of the cows, or of young chil- 
dren likely to fall into disaster, — but we 
had no reasons for haste, and drove slowly 
along, talking and resting by the way. Mrs. 
Todd said once that she really hoped her 
front door had been shut on account of the 
dust blowing in, but added that nothing 
made any weight on her mind except not to 
f orget to turn a f ew late muUein leaves that 
were drying on a newspaper in the little 
loft. Mrs. Blackett and I gave our word 
of honor that we would remind her of this 
heavy responsibility. The way seemed 
short, we had so much to talk about. We 
climbed hills where we could see the great 
bay and the islands, and then went down 
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into shady valleys where the air began to 
f eel like evening, cool and damp with a fra- 
grance of wet fems. Mrs. Todd alighted 
once or twice, refusing ail assistance in 
securing some boughs of a rare shrub which 
she valued for its bark, though she proved 
incommunicative as to her reasons. We 
passed the house where we had been so 
kindly entertained with doughnuts earlier in 
the day, and found it dosed and deserted, 
which was a disappointment. 

^^They must hâve stopped to tea some- 
wheres and thought they 'd finish up the 
day," said Mrs. Todd. ^^ Those that enjoyed 
it best '11 want to get right home so's to 
think it over." 

^^ I did n't see the woman there af ter ail, 
did you? " asked Mrs. Blackett as the horse 
stopped to drink at the trough. 

"Oh yes, I spoke with her," answered 
Mrs. Todd, with but scant interest or ap- 
provaL " She ain't a member o' our f amily." 

" I thought you said she resembled Cousin 
Palina Bowden about the forehead," sug- 
gested Mrs. Blackett. 

" Well, she don't," answered Mrs. Todd 
impatiently. " I ain't one that 's ord'na- 
rily mistaken about f amily likenesses, and 
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she did n't seem to meet with friends, so I 
went square up to her. ^I expect you're 
a Bowden by your looks,' says I. ^ Yes, I 
take it you 're one o' the Bowdens.' ^ Lor*, 
no/ says she. 'Dennett was my maiden 
name, but I married a Bowden for my first 
husband. I thought l 'd corne an' just see 
what was a-goin' on' ! " 

Mrs. Blackett laughed heartily. ^^I 'm 
goin' to remember to tell William o' that," 
she said. ^^ There, Almiry, the only thing 
that 's troubled me ail this day is to think 
how William would hâve enjoyed it. I do 
80 wish William had been there." 

^^ I sort of wish he had, myself," said 
Mrs. Todd frankly. 

^^ There wa'n't many old folks there, some- 
how," said Mrs. Blackett, with a touch of 
sadness in her voice. '^ There ain't so many 
to come as there used to be, l 'm aware, but 
I expected to see more." 

^^ I thought they tumed out pretty well, 
when you come to think of it ; why, every- 
body was sayin' so an' feelin' gratified," 
answered Mrs. Todd hastily with pleasing 
unconsciousness ; then I saw the quick color 
flash into her cheek, and presently she made 
Bome excuse to tum and steal an anxious 
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look at her mother. Mrs. Blackett was 
Bmiling and thinking about her happy day, 
though she began to look a little tîred. 
Neither of my companions was troubled by 
her burden of years. I hoped in my heart 
that I might be like ihem as I lived on 
into âge, and then smiled to think that 
I too was no longer very young. So we 
always keep the same hearts, though our 
outer framework fails and shows the touch 
of time. 

" 'T was pretiy when they sang the hymn, 
was n't it ? " asked Mrs. Blackett at supper- 
time, with real enthusiasm. ^^There was 
such a plenty o' men's voices ; where I sat it 
did Sound beautif al. I had to stop and listen 
when they came to the last verse." 

I saw that Mrs. Todd's broad shoulders 
began to shake. " There was good singers 
there ; yes, there was excellent singers/' she 
agreed heartily, putting down her teacup, 
'^ but I chanced to drift alongside Mis' Peter 
Bowden o' Great Bay, an' I could n't help 
thinkin' if she was as far out o' town as she 
was out o' tune, she would n't get back in a 
day-" 



XX. 

ALONO 8H0BE. 

One day as I went along the shore beyond 
the old wharves and the newer, liigh-stepped 
fabric of the steamer landing, I saw that 
ail the boats were beached, and the slack 
water period of the early aftemoon pre- 
vailed. Nothing was going on, not even 
the most leisurely of occupations, like bait- 
ing trawls or mending nets, or repairing 
lobster pots; the very boats seemed to be 
tahing an afternoon nap in the son. I 
could hardly discover a distant sail as I 
looked seaward, except a weather-beaten 
lobster smack, which seemed to hâve been 
taken for a plaything by the light airs that 
blew about the bay. It drifted and tumed 
aboat so aimlessly in the wide reach off 
Bumt Island, that I snspected there was 
nobody at the wheel, or that she might hâve 
parted her rusty anchor chain while ail the 
crew were asleep. 
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I watched her for a minute or two ; she 
was the old Miranda, owned by some of the 
Caplins, and I knew her by an odd shaped 
patch of newish duck that was set into the 
peak of her dingy mainsail. Her vagaries 
offered such an exciting subject for conver- 
sation that my heart rejoiced at the sound 
of a hoarse yoice behind me. At that mo- 
ment, before I had time to answer, I saw 
something large and shapeless flung f rom 
the Miranda's deck that splashed the water 
high against her black side, and my com- 
panion gave a satisfied chuckle. The old 
lobster smack's sail caught the breeze again 
at this moment, and she moyed off down 
the bay. Tuming, I found old Elijah Til- 
ley, who had come sof tly ont of his dark 
fish house, as if it were a burrow. 

" Boy got kind o' drowsy steerin' of her ; 
Monroe he hove him right overboard ; 'wake 
now fast enough," explained Mr. Tilley, and 
we langhed together. 

I was delighted, for my part, that the vicis- 
situdes and dangers of the Miranda, in a 
rocky channel, should hâve given me this 
opportunity to tnake acquamtonce with an 
old fisherman to whom I had never spoken. 
At first he had seemed to be one of those 
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evasive and uncomf ortable persons who are 
so suspicious of you that they make you 
almost suspicious of yourself. Mr. Elijah 
Tilley appeared to regard a stranger with 
scomful indifPerence. You might see him 
standing on the pebble beach or in a fish- 
house doorway, but when you came nearer 
he was gone. He was one of the small Com- 
pany of elderly, gaunt-shaped great fisher- 
men whom I used to like to see leading up 
a deep-laden boat by the head, as if it were 
a horse, f rom the water's edge to the steep 
slope of the pebble beach. There were four 
of thèse large old men at the Landing, who 
were the survivors of an earlier and more 
yigorous génération. There was an alliance 
and understanding between them, so dose 
that it was apparently speechless. They 
gave much time to watching one another's 
boats go out or corne in ; they lent a ready 
hand at tending one another's lobster traps 
in rough weather ; they helped to dean the 
fish, or to sliver porgies for the trawls, as if 
they were in close partnership ; and when a 
boat came in from deep-seafishing they were 
never far out of the way, and hastened to 
help carry it ashore, two by two, splashing 
alongside, or holding its steady head, as if 
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it were a willful sea coït. As a matter of 
fact uo boat could help being steady and 
way-wise under their instant direction and 
companionship. Abel's boat and Jonathan 
Bowden^s boat were as distinct and experi- 
enced personalities as the men themselves, 
and as inexpressive. Arguments and opinions 
were unknown to the conversation of thèse 
ancient friends; you would as soon hâve 
expected to hear small talk in a company of 
éléphants as to hear old Mr. Bowden or Eli- 
jah Tilley and their two mates waste breath 
upon any f orm of trivial gossip. They made 
brief statements to one another from time 
to time. As you came to know them you 
wondered more and more that they should 
talk at ail. Speech seemed to be a light 
and élégant accomplishment, and their unex- 
pected acquaintance with its arts made them 
of new value to the listener. You felt 
almost as if a landmark pine should sud- 
denly address you in regard to the weather, 
or a lofty-minded old camel make a remark 
as you stood respeotf ully near him under the 
circus tent. 

I often wondered a great deal about the 
inner lif e and thought of thèse self-contained 
old fishermen ; their minds seemed to be 
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fixed upon nature and the éléments rather 
than npon any oontrivanoes o£ man, like 
politics or theology. My friend, Captain 
Bowden, who was the nephew of the eldest 
of thifl group, regarded them with déférence ; 
but he did not belong to their secret com- 
panionship, though he was neither joungnor 
talkative. 

^^ They 've gone together ever since thej 
were boys, they know most eyerything about 
the sea amon'st them," he told me once. 
^^ They was always just as you see 'em now 
since the memory of man." 

Thèse ancient seafarers had houses and 
lands not outwardly différent from other 
Dunnet Landing dwellings, and two of them 
were fathers of families, but their true 
dwelling places were the sea, and the stony 
beach that edged its familiar shore, and the 
fishhouses, where much sait brine from the 
mackerel kits had soaked the yery timbers 
into a State of brown permanence and pétri- 
faction. It had also affected the old fisher- 
men's hard complexions, until one fancied 
that when Death claimed them it could only 
be with the aid, not of any slender modem 
dart, but the good serviceable harpoon of a 
seventeenth century woodcut. 



ALONQ SHORE. 189 

Elijah Tilley was such an eyasîve, dis- 
couraged-looking person, heavy-headed, and 
stooping 80 that one could never look him in 
the face, that even ai ter his frieudly excla- 
mation about Monroe Pennell, the lobster 
smack's skipper, and the sleepy boy, I did 
not venture at once to speak again. Mr. 
TiUey was oarrying a small haddock in one 
hand, and presently shifted it to the other 
hand lest it might touch my skirt. I knew 
that my company was acoepted, and we 
walked together a little way. 

"You mean to hâve a good supper," I 
ventured to say, by way o£ friendliness. 

^' Goin' to haye this 'ère haddock an' some 
o' my good baked potatoes; must eat to 
Uve," responded my companion with great 
pleasantness and open approval. I found 
that I had suddenly lef t the f orbidding coast 
and corne into a smooth littile harbor of 
friendship. 

" You ain't never been up to my place," 
said the old man. *^ Folks don't come now 
as they used to ; no, 't ain't no use to ask 
folks now. My poor dear she was a great 
hand to draw young company." 

I remembered that Mrs. Todd had once 
said that this old fisherman had been 4ore 
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stricken and unconsoled at the death of his 
wife. 

*' I should like very much to corne," said 
I. '^ Perhaps you are going to be at home 
lateron?" 

Mr. Tilley agreed, bj a sober nod, and 
went bis way bent-shouldered and with a 
roUing gait. Tbere was a new patch high 
on the shoulder of bis old waistcoat, which 
corresponded to the renewing of the Mi- 
randa's mainsail down the bay, and I won- 
dered if bis own fingers, clumsy with much 
deep-sea fisbing, had set it in. 

"Was tbere a good catch to-day?" I 
asked, stopping a moment. " I did n't hap- 
pen to be on the shore when the beats came 
m. 

"No ; ail come in pretty light," answered 
Mr. Tilley. "Addicks an' Bowden they 
donc the best ; Abel an' me we had but a 
slim fare. We went out 'arly, but not so 
'arly as sometimes; looked like a poor 
momin'. I got nine haddick, ail small, and 
seven fish; the rest on 'em got more fish 
than haddick. Well, I don't expect they 
feel like bitin' every day; we l'am to 
humor 'em a little, an' let 'em haye their 
way 'bout it. Thèse plaguey dog-fish kind 
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of worry 'em." Mr. TîUey pronounced the 
last sentence with much sympathy, as if he 
looked upon himself as a true friend of ail 
the haddock and codfish that lived on the 
fishing grounds, and so we parted. 

Later in the aftemoon I went along the 
beach again until I came to the foot of Mr. 
Tilley's land, and found his rough track 
across the cobble - stones and rocks to the 
field edge, where there was a heavy pièce of 
old wreck timber, like a ship's bone, full of 
treenails. From this a little footpath, nar* 
row with one man's treading, led up across 
the small green field that made Mr. Tilley's 
whole estate, except a straggling pasture 
that tilted on edge up the steep hillside 
beyond the house and road. I could hear 
the tinkle-tankle of a cow-bell somewhere 
among the spruces by which the pasture was 
being walked over and f orested from every 
side ; it was likely to be called the wood lot 
before long, but the field was unmolested. 
I could not see a bush or a brier anywhere 
within its walls, and hardly a stray pebble 
showed itself . This was most surprising in 
that country of firm ledges, and scattered 
stones which ail the walls that industry 
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oould devise had hardly began to dear away 
off the land. In the narrow field I notioed 
some stout stakes, apparently planted ai 
random in the grass and among the hills of 
potatoes, but caref ully painted yellow and 
white to match the house, a neat sharp- 
edged little dwelling, which looked strangely 
modem for its owner. I should hâve much 
Booner believed that the smart young whole- 
sale egg merchant of the Landing was its 
occupant than Mr. Tilley, sinoe a man's 
house is really but his larger body, and ex- 
presses in a way his nature and character. 

I went up the field, following the smooth 
little path to the side door. As for using 
the front door, that was a matter of great 
œremony ; the long grass grew close against 
the high stone step, and a snowberry bush 
leaned over it, top-heavy with the weight of 
a moming-glory vine that had managed to 
take what the fishermen might call a half 
hitch about the door-knob. Elijah Tilley 
came to the side door to receiye me ; he was 
knitting a blue yam stocking without look- 
ing on, and was warmly dressed for the sea- 
son in a thick blue flannel shirt with white 
crockery buttons, a faded waistcoat and 
trousers heavily patched at the knees. Thèse 
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were not his fishing olothes. There was 
Bomething delightful in the grasp of his 
hand, warm and clean, as if it never touched 
anything but the comfortable woolen yam, 
instead of cold sea water and slippery fish. 

^^ What are the painted stakes for, down 
in the field ?" I hastened to ask, and he came 
out a step or two along the path to see ; and 
looked at the stakes as if his attention were 
called to them for the first time. 

*^ Folks laughed at me when I first bought 
this place an' corne hère to liye," he ex- 
plâined. *^ They said 't wa'n't no kind of a 
field privilège at ail ; no place to raise any- 
thing, ail full o' stones. I was aware 'twas 
good land, an' I worked some on it — odd 
times when I didn't hâve nothin' else on 
hand — till I deared them loose stones ail 
out. You never see a prettier pièce than 
't is now ; now did ye ? Well, as for them 
painted marks, them 's my buoys. I struck 
on to some heavy rocks that didn't show 
none, but a plow 'd be liable to ground on 
*em, an' so I ketched holt an' buoyed 'em 
same 's you see. They don't trouble me no 
more 'n if they wa'n't there." 

" You hâve n't been to seUEir for nothing," 
I said laughing. 
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*^One trade helps another," said Elilah 
with an amiable snSe. « Corne right in an' 
set down. Corne in an' rest ye," he ex- 
claimed, and led the way into his comf ort- 
able kitchen. The sunshine poured in at 
the two f urther Windows, and a cat was 
curled up sound asleep on the table that 
stood between them. There was a new-look- 
ing light oildoth of a tiled pattem on the 
floor, and a crockery teapot, large for a 
household of only one person, stood on the 
. bright stove. I ventured to say ihat some- 
body must be a very good housekeeper. 

^' That 's me," acknowledged the old fisher^ 
man with f rankness. '^ There ain't nobody 
hère but me. I try to keep things looking 
right, same 's poor dear lef t 'em. You set 
' ' down hère in this chair, then you can look 
off an' see the water. None on 'em thought 
I was goin' to get along alone, no way, but I 
wa'n't goin' to hâve my house tumed upsi' 
down an' ail changed about; no, not to 
please nobody. I was the only one knew 
just how she liked to hâve things set, poor 
dear, an' I said I was goin' to make shift, 
and I hâve made shift. l 'd rather tough it 
out alone." And he sighed heavily, as if to 
sigh were his f amiliar consolation. 
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We were both silent for a minute ; the old 
man looked out of the wîndow, as if he Lad 
forgotten I was there. 

^^ You must miss her very much ?" I said 
at last. 

^' I do miss her," he answered, and sighed 
again. ^^ Folks ail hep' repeatin' that time 
would ease me, but I can't find it does. No, 
I miss her just the same every day." 

'^ How long is it since she died ?" I asked. 

" Eight year now, come the first of Octo- 
ber. It don't seem near so long. l 've got 
a sister that comes and stops 'long o' me a 
little spell, spring an' f ail, an' odd times if I 
send after her. I ain't near so good a hand 
to sew as I be to knit, and she 's very 
quick to set everything to rights. She 's a 
married woman with a family; her son's 
folks lives at home, an' I can't make no 
great claim on her time. But it makes me 
a kind' o good excuse, when I do send, to 
help her a little ; she ain't none too well off. 
Poor dear always liked her, and we used to 
contrive our ways together. 'T is f ull as easy 
to be alone. I set hère an' think it ail over, 
an' think considérable when the weather 's 
bad to ço outside. I get so some days it 
f eels as if poor dear might step right back 
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Into this kitchen. I keep a watchin' them 
doors as if she might step in to ary one. 
Tes, ma'am, I keep a-lookin' off an' drop- 
pin' o' my stdtches ; that 's just how it seems. 
I can't git over losin' of her no way nor no 
how. Yes, ma^am, that 's just how it seems 
to me." 

I did not say anything, and he did not 
look up. 

«a git feelin' so sometimes I hâve to lay 
everything by an' go ont door. She was a 
sweet pretty creatur' long 's she lived," the 
old man added moumfully. ^'There's that 
little rockin' chair o' her'n, I set an' notice 
it an' think how strange 't is a creatnr' like 
her should be gone an' that chair be hère 
right in its old place." 

'^ I wish I had known her ; Mrs. Todd 
told me about yonr wife one day," I said. 

^^ You 'd hâve liked to come and see her ; 
aU the folks did," said poor Elijah. '' She 'd 
been so pleased to hear everything and see 
somebody new that took such an int'rest. 
She had a kind o' gift to make it pleasant 
for folks. I guess likely Almiry Todd told 
you she was a pretty woman, especially in 
her young days; late years, too, she kep' 
her looks and come to be so pleasant look« 
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in'." There, 't aîn't so much matter, I shall 
be done af ore a great while. No ; I sha'n't 
trouble the fish a great sight more." 

The old widower sat with his head bowed 
oyer his knitting, as if he were hastily 
shortening the very thread of time. The 
minutes went slowly by. He stopped his 
work and clasped his hands firmly together. 
I saw he had f orgotten his guest, and I kept 
the aftemoon watch with him. At last he 
looked np as if but a moment had passed 
of his continuai loneliness. 

^'Yes, ma'am, l 'm one that has seen 
trouble," he said, and began to knit again. 

The visible tribute of his careful house- 
keeping, and the clean bright room which 
had once enshrined his wife, and now en- 
shrined her memory, was very moving to 
me ; he had no thought for any one else or 
for any other place. I began to see her my- 
self in her home, — a delicate-looking, f aded 
little woman, who leaned upon his rough 
strength and affectionate heart, who was 
always watching for his boat out of this very 
window, and who always opened the door 
and welcomed him when he came home. 

^' I used to laugh at her, poor dear," said 
Elijah, as if he read my thought. ^* I used to 



198 cou NT R Y OF THE POINTED F IRQ, 

make light of her timid notions. She used 
to be fearf ul when I was out in bad weather 
or baffled about gittin' ashore. She osed to 
say the time seemed long to her, but I Va 
found out ail about it now. I used to be 
dreadful thoughtless when I was a young 
man and the fish was bitin^ welL l 'd stay 
out late some o^ them days, an' I ezpect 
she 'd watch an' watch an' lose heart a-waitin'. 
My heart alive I what a supper she 'd git, 
an' be right there watchin' from the door, 
with somethin' over her head if 't was cold, 
waitin' to hear ail about it as I corne up the 
field. Lord, how I think o' ail them little 
thîngs ! " 

^' This was what she called the best room ; 
in this way," he said presently, laying his 
knitting on the table, and leading the way 
across the front entry and unlocking a door, 
which he threw open with an air of pride. 
Tbe best room seemed to me a much sadder 
and more empty place than the kitchen ; its 
conventionalities lacked the simple perfec- 
tion of the humbler room and failed on the 
side of poor ambition ; it was only when 
one remembered what patient saving, and 
what high respect for society in the abstract 
go to such fumishing that the little parlor 
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was interestîng at ail. I could imagine the 
great day of certain purchases, the bewilder- 
ing shops of the next large town, the aspiring 
anxious woman, the clumsy sea-tanned man 
in his best clothes, so eager to be pleased, 
but at ease only when they were saf e back 
in the sail-boat again, going down the bay 
with their precious freight, the hoarded 
money ail spent and nothing to think of but 
tiller and sail. I looked at the unwom car- 
pet, the glass vases on the mantelpiece with 
their prim bunches of blea^hed swamp grass 
and dusty marsh rosemary, and I could read 
the history of Mrs. Tilley's best room f rom 
its very beginning. 

" You see for yourself what beautif ul rugs 
she could make ; now l 'm going to show 
you her best tea things she thought so much 
of," said the master of the house, opening 
the door of a shallow cupboard. '^ That 's 
real chiny, ail of it on those two shelves," 
he told me proudly. " I bought it ail my- 
self , when we was first married, in the port 
of Bordeaux. There never was one single 
pièce of it broke until — Well, I used to 
say, long as she lived, there never was a 
pièce broke, but long at the last I noticed 
she 'd look kind o' distressed, an' I thought 
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*t was 'count o' me boastin'. Wlien they 
asked if they should use it when the folks 
was hère to supper, time o' her f uneral, I 
knew she 'd want to hâve everything niœ, 
and I said 'certain/ Some o' the women 
they corne runnin' to me an' oalled me, 
while they was takin' of the ohiny down, 
an' showed me there was one o' the caps 
broke an' the pièces wropped in paper and 
pushed way back hère, corner o' the shelf . 
They did n't want me to go an' think they 
done it. Poor dear! I had to put right 
out o' the house when I see that. I knowed 
in one minute how 'twas. We'd got so 
used to sayin' 't was ail there just 's I 
fetched it home, an' so when she broke that 
cup somehow or 'nother she could n't frame 
no words to come an' tell me. She could n't 
think 't would vex me, 't was her own hurt 
pride. I guess there wa'n't no other secret 
ever lay between us." 

The French cups with their gay sprigs of 
pink and blue, the best tumblers, an old 
flowered bowl and tea caddy, and a japanned 
waiter or two adomed the shelves. Thèse, 
with a f ew daguerréotypes in a little square 
pile, had the closet to themselves, and I was 
conscious of much pleasure in seeing thenou 
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One îs shown over many a house in thèse 
days where the interest may be more com- 
plex, but not more definite. 

" Those were her best things, poor dear," 
said Elijah as he locked the door again. 
^' She told me that last summer before she 
was taken away that she could n't think 
o' anything more she wanted, there was 
everything in the house, an' ail her rooms 
was f umished pretty. I was goin' over to 
the Port, an' înquired for errands. I used 
to ask her to say what she wanted, cost or 
no cost — she was a very reasonable woman, 
an' 't was the place where she done ail but 
her extra shopping. It kind o» chiUed me 
up when she spoke so satisfied." 

^^You don't go out fishing after Christ- 
mas?" I asked, as we came back to the 
bright kitchen. 

"No ; I take stiddy to my knitting after 
January sets in," said the old seafarer. 
^' 'T ain't worth while, fish make off into 
deeper water an' you can't stand no such 
perishin' for the sake o' what you get. I 
leave out a few traps in sheltered coves an' 
do a little lobsterin' on fair days. The young 
f ellows braves it out, some on 'em ; but, for 
me, I lay in my winter's yam an' set hère 
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where 't is warm, an' knit an' take my oom- 
fort. Mother leamt me once when I was 
a lad ; sbe was a beautiful knîtter herself. 
I was laid up with a bad knee, an* she said 
't would take up my time an' help her ; we 
was a large family. They'll buy ail the 
folks can do down hère to Addicks' store. 
They say pur Dunnet stoekin's is gettin' to 
be celebrated up to Boston, — good qualily 
o' wool an' even knittin' or sometbin'. l 've 
always been called a pretty hand io do 
nettin', but seines is master cheap to what 
they used to be when they was ail hand 
worked. I change off to nettin' long to- 
wards spring, and I pièce up my trawb. and 
Unes and get my fishin' stuff to righta 
Lobster pots they require attention, but I 
make 'em up in spring weather when ît 's 
warm there in the bam. No ; I ain't one o' 
. them that likes to set an' do nothin'." 

^' You see the rugs, poor dear did them ; 
she wa'n't very partial to knittin'," old Elijah 
went on, after he had counted his stitches. 
" Our rugs is beginnin' to show wear, but 
I can't master none o' them womanish tricks. 
My sister, she tinkers 'em up. She said last 
time she was hère that she guessed they 'd 
last my time." 
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^ The old ones are always the prettiest,'' 
I said. 

^* You ain't ref errin' to the braided ones 
now?" answered Mr. Tilley. *^Yoa see 
ours is braided for the most part, an' their 
good looks is ail in the beginnin'. Poor 
dear used to say they made an easier floor. 
I go shufflin' round the house same 's if 
't was a bo't, and I always used to be stub- 
bin' up the corners o' the hooked kind. 
Her an' me was always havin' our jokes 
together same 's a boy an' girl. Outsiders 
never'd know nothin' about it to see us. 
She had nice manners with ail, but to me 
there was nobody so entertainin'. She'd 
take off anybody's naturel talk winter even- 
in's when we set hère àlone, so you 'd think 
't was them anspeakin'. There, there I " 

I saw that he had dropped a stitch again, 
and was snarling the blue yam round his 
olumsy fingers. He handled it and threw 
it off at arm's length as if it were a ood line ; 
and f rowned impatiently, but I saw a tear 
shining on his cheek. 

I said that I must be going, it was grow- 
ing late, and asked if I might oome again, 
and if he would take me out to the fishing 
grounds some day. 
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** Yes, corne any time you want to/' said 
my host, ^' 't aîn't so pleasant as when poor 
dear was hère. Oh, I did n't want to lose 
her an' she did n't want to go, but it had to 
be. Such things ain't for us to say ; there 's 
no yes an' no to it." 

^^ You find Almiry Todd one o' the best 
o' women ? " said Mr. Tilley as we parted. 
He was standing in the doorway and I had 
started off down the narrow green field. 
*^ No, there ain't a better hearted woman in 
the State o' Maine. l 've known her from 
a girl. She 's had the best o' mothers. 
You tell her l 'm liable to f etch her up a 
couple or three nice good mackerel early to- 
morrow," he said. '^ Now don't let it slip 
your mind. Poor dear, she always thought 
a sight o' Almiry, and she nsed to remind 
me there was nobody to fish for her ; but I 
don't rec'lect it as I ought to. I see you 
drop a Une yourself very handy now an' 
then." 

We laughed together like the best of 
f riends, and I spoke again about the fishing 
grounds, and conf essed that I had no f ancy 
for a southerly breeze and a ground swell. 

^^ Nor me neither," said the old fisherman. 
^^ Nobody likes 'em, say what they may. 
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Poor dear was disobliged by the mère sight 
of a bo't. Almiry 's got the best o' motbers, 
I expect you know; Mis' Blackett out to 
Green Island ; and we was always plannin' 
to go out when summer corne ; but there, I 
could n't pick no day's weather that seemed 
to suit her just right. I never set out to 
worry her neither, 't wa'n't no kind o' use ; she 
was so pleasant we could n't hâve no fret 
nor trouble. 'Twas never *you dear an* 
you darlin' ' af ore folks, an' * you divil ' be- 
hind the door ! " 

As I looked back from the lower end of 
the field I saw him still standing, a lonely 
figure in the doorway. "Poor dear," I 
repeated to myself half aloud ; ^^ I wonder 
where she is and what she knows of the 
little world she lef t. I wonder what she has 
been doing thèse eight years I " 

I gave the message about the mackerel to 
Mrs. Todd. 

^^Been visitin' with 'Lijah?" she asked 
with interest. " I expect you had kind of 
a dull session ; he ain't the talkin' kind ; 
dwellin' so much long o' fish seems to make 
'em lose the gift o' speech." But when I 
told her that Mr. TiUey had been talking to 
me that day, she interrupted me quickly. 
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^^Then 't was ail about his wife, an' he 
can't say nothin' too pleasant neither. She 
was modest wîth strangers, but there ain't 
one o' her old friends can ever make up her 
loss. For me, I don't want to go iheie no 
more. There 's some folks you miss and 
Bome folks you don't, when they 're gone, but 
there ain't hardly aday I don't think o' dear 
Sarah Tilley. She was àlways right there ; 
yes, you knew just where to find her like a 
plain flower. 'Lijah 's worthy enough ; I do 
esteem 'Lijah, but he 's a ploddin' man." 



THE BACKWABD VIEW. 

At last it was thé time of late summer, 
when the house was cool and damp in the 
moming, and ail the light Beemed to corne 
through green leaves ; but at the first step 
ont of doors the sunshine always laid a warm 
hand on my shoulder, and the clear, high 
sky seemed to lift quickly as I looked at it. 
There was no autunmal mist on the coast, 
nor any August f og ; instead of thèse, the 
sea, the sky, ail the long shore Une and the 
inland hills, with every bush of bay and 
every fir-top, gained a deeper color and a 
sharper cleamess. There was something 
shining in the air, and a kind of lustre on 
the water and the pasture grass, — a north- 
em look that, except at this moment of the 
year, one must go far to seek. The sun- 
shine of a northem snmmer was coming to 
its lovely end. 

The days were few then at Dunnet Land- 
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ing, and I let each of them slip away un- 
willingly as a miser spends his coins. I 
wished to bave one of my first weeks back 
again, with those long hoors when nothing 
happened except the growth of herbs and 
the course of the sun. Once I had not even 
known where to go for a walk ; now there 
were many delightful things to be done aad 
done again, as if I were in London. I f elt 
hurried and full of pleasant engagements, 
and the days flew by like a handful of flowers 
flung to the sea wind. 

At last I had to say good-by to ail my 
Dunnet Landing friends, and my homelike 
place in the little house, and retum to the 
world in which I feared to find myself a 
f oreigner. There may be restrictions to suoh 
a summer's happiness, but the ease that be- 
longs to simpUcity is charming enough to 
make up for whatever a simple life may 
lack, and the gifts of peace are not for those 
who live in the thick of battle. 

I was to take the small unpunctual steamer 
that went down the bay in the af temoon, and 
I sat for a while by my window looking out 
on the green herb garden, with regret for 
Company. Mrs. Todd had hardly spoken 
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ail day except in the briefest and most dis- 
approvîng way ; it was as if we were on the 
edge of a quarrel. It seemed impossible to 
take my departure with anything like com- 
posure. At last I heard a footstep, and 
looked up to find that Mrs. Todd was stand* 
ing at the door. 

" I Ve seen to everything now," she told 
me in an unusually loud and business-like 
voice. "Your trunks are on the w'arf by 
this time. Cap'n Bowden he oome and took 
'em down himself , an' is going to see that 
they 're safe aboard. Yes, l 've seen to ail 
your 'rangements," she repeated in a gentler 
tone. ^^ Thèse things l 've lef t on the kitchen 
table you'll want to carry by hand; the 
basket need n't be retumed. I guess I shall 
walk over towards the Port now an' inquire 
how old Mis' Edward Caplin is." 

I glanced at my friend's face, and saw a 
look that touched me to the heart. I had 
been sorry enough before to go away. 

"I guess you '11 excuse me if I ain't down 
there to stand round on the w'arf and see 
you go," she said, still trying to be grufF. 
" Yes, I ought to go over and inquire for 
Mis' Edward Caplin ; it 's her third shock, 
and if mother gets in on Sunday she '11 want 
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to know just how the old lady is." Wiih ibis 
last Word Mrs. Todd tumed and left me as 
if with sudden thought of something she had 
f orgotten, so that I f elt sure she was coming 
back, but presently I beard ber go out of 
tbe kitcben door and walk down tbe paih 
toward tbe gâte. I could not part so ; I 
ran after ber to say good-by, but sbe sbook 
ber bead and waved ber band witbout look- 
ing back wben sbe beard my burrying steps, 
and so went away down tbe street. 

Wben I went in again tbe little bouse bad 
suddenly grown lonely, and my room looked 
empty as it bad tbe day I oame. I and ail 
my belongings bad died out of it, and I 
knew bow it would seem wben Mrs. Todd 
came back and f ound ber lodger gone. So 
we die bef ore our own eyes ; so we see some 
cbapters of our lives come to tbeir natural 
end. 

I f ound tbe little packages on tbe kitcben 
table. Tbere was a quaint West Indian 
basket wbicb I knew its owner bad valued, 
and wbicb I bad once admired ; tbere was 
an affecting provision laid beside it for my 
seafaring supper, witb a neatly tied buncb 
of soutbemwood and a twig of bay, and a 
little old leatber box wbicb beld tbe ooral 



